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PKEFACE. 



I HAVE at last the pleasure of seeing half-fulfilled along- 
cherished wish and intention, by the issue of the present 
Volume, being Vol. I. of the first really worthy edition 
of the complete Poetry of Richard Crashaw, while 
Vol. IL is so well advanced that it may be counted on 
for Midsummer {Deo favente). 

This Volume contains the whole of the previously- 
published English Poems, with the exception of the Epi- 
grams scattered among the others, which more fittingly 
find their place in Vol. II., along with the Latin and 
Qreek originals, and our translation of all hitherto un- 
translated. Here also will be found important, and pecu- 
liarly interesting as characteristic, additions of unprinted 
and inedited poems by Crashaw from Archbishop San- 
croft's M8S., among the Tanner mss. in the Bodleian. 
These I have named 'Airelles,' after the little Alpine 
flowers that are dug out beneath the mountain masses of 
snow and ice, with abiding touches of beauty and per- 
fume, as though they had been sheltered within walls and 
glass. The formerly printed Poems have been collated and 
recollated anxiously with the original and other early and 
authoritative editions, the results of which are shown in 
Notes and Illustrations at the close of each poem. Many 



cif Uie variuus reajiiigs nre of rare interest, and collation 
has rcvcoicd Biiccessivc ulilitioDs and revisions altogutlicr 
aiirecordeJ by modem editors. In their places I hove 
pointed oat tlie Hagnuit carelessness of tlie last Editor, 
W. B. ToasBUiX, Ksq,, in Smith's ' Library of Old Au- 
thors,' 

As was meet, I hare adhered to the first tjtl(« or 
' Steps to the Teiiiplo' and ' The Delights of the Muses,* 
the former embracing the Sacrbd, and the latter the 
tJBCt't-itii Poems. The original Editor (whoever he was), 
not the Anthor, gave these titles. In the Proface to 
' the learned Reader,' he saye, 'we atile his sacred Poems, 
Steps to the Temple.' At one time I was disposed to 
aasiKU tiie editorship of the Tolumes of K3-1G and lG-18 
to SANcnoFT; bat inasmnch as both contained Bp. Rain- 
bow's rer«es prefixed to Isaacson's ' Chronologic,' while 
tlie piuc« is not in the Sanikui^ us., it seems he could 
not hare been tlie editor. His pathetic closing worda 
rereal mnch lore : ' I will convlade all that I bare im- 
partially writ of this learned young Gent, (noie dead to 
ug) Bit hec himselfc doth, with the Inst hne of bis po«m 
upon Bishop A ndrewes' picture before his Sermons, Verte 
fHUjiiuu — Look on his following leaves, and see him 
breath.' 

1 would now give an account of prcvioas editions 
of our Worthy, and our use of tiiem. The earliest of 
hiH puhlicatioos — excluding minor pieces in University 
Collections as recorded in our F]«say — was a volnme of 
Latin Epigraois pnblishuii at Cambridge in 103-1 in a 
small 8vo, The name of CitA»ifAw nowhere appears, 
bnt his initUhi R. C. are apjivtidi^ to thu Dedication 
to his friend Lakkv. The titie-page was as follows: 



PREFACE. XIU 

' Epigrammatmn Sacrornm Liber. CantabrigisB, ex Aca- 
demias celeberrimae typographo, 1634.' Besides the Epi- 
grams, this now rare yolume contaiDed certain of his 
' Poemata' before the Epigrams. A second edition was 
published in 1670 with a few additional Epigrams, and 
those in Greek. A third edition appeared in 1674. 
Fuller details, with collation of each, are given in Vol. II. 
in their places. 

Nothing more of anj^considerableness was published 
until 1646, two years after the Poet*s ejection. Then 
appeared a small volume of Poems, chiefly English, ar- 
ranged in two distinct classes. Sacred and Secular, the 
latter with a separate title-page. In the Note which fol- 
lows this Preface, the title-pages of the volume will be 
found, along with those of the subsequent editions of 
1648 and 1670. With reference to the volume of 1646, 
a mistake in the printing was thus pointed out: 'Header, 
there was a sudden mistake ('tis too late to recover 
it) : thou wilt quickly find it out, and I hope as soone 
passe it over; some of the humane Poems are misplaced 
amongst the Divine.' These ' humane' poems, that be- 
longed not to the ' Steps' but the ' Delights of the Muses,' 
were fifteen in all They were assigned their own places 
in the new edition of 1648. With two exceptions, we 
have adhered to the classification of the 1648 edition: 
the exceptions are, that we have placed ' Vexilla Regis' 
immediately after the * Office of the Holy Crosse,' as be- 
longing properly to that composition ; and the * Apologie' 
for the Hymn to Teresa after the first, not after the 
second Hymn, seeing the * Apologie' is only for the first 
The new edition bore on its title-page the announcement: 
' The second Edition, wherein arc added divers pieces not 



before extant.' Our contents of the present Volume (itn- 
mediBt«ly following our Dedicatioo) ehons these addi- 
ttoiia, wfaicfa nere iinportaint and predons ; viz. tweoty- 
mae new English Poems and eighteen new Latin Foeme. 
The next edition was published in Paris in 1<>52. 
In our Note (as supra) the title-page is given. This 
volume is an elegant one, and is adorned with twelve 
daintj eugraringa after the Anther's own designs, though 
we possess a copj without the engravings, having blanks 
left This exceedingly rare book contains most of the 
Sacred Poems and some of the more serious of the ijecu- 
lar Poems; but as the contents (as mi/jra) show, there 
were large omia^ons, notably the Sospetto aud Uasick's 
Duel. It was edited by Thomas Cab, who prefixes two 
[x>eina of his own, as follows : 



1. CnAHU 



E Anaorjvme ■ He y> 



9 Car.' 



Wm Cui then Crashairo ; or was Craehawe Cu-, 1 

Since both within one name combined are f 

Yes. Ctti'e Cnsbnve, be Car; 'tis loae alone 

Which melts two barta, a( both oompoBing one. 

So Ciuhaw'B still the same : Ko much desired fi 

By stningefit witts ; so honur'd. so ailmired ; 

Car wu bnt he that vnter'd as a Irienil 

With whom be afaar'il his thonfchtes, sud did oommtnd 

(While jet he lia'd) this worko ; Ihey lon'd caob other: 

Bwvele Crasbawe was hiR triend; be Crashiiwe'B brother. lU 

8o Cur hath title tbon ; 'twas bis intent 

That what bis ricbes pen'd, poore Car sbonld print ; 

Nor feves he checke, prafBiug that happie oue 

Wbu was beloa'd by all ; dispraie'd by ooDO : 

To iriti, being pleaa'd with all things, ho pleae'd aU, IS 

Nor would be gine. dot take DfTcDeo ; befall 

What might, he would poasesae himscKe, and line 

As deade (denoyde of interest) t' all miicht (ouo 

Dessau t* liis well-composdd mynd ; tore-slui'd 

With hcaaouly ricbes; which bad wholy oall'd 2« 



PREFACE. XV 

His thonghtB from earth, to line abone in th' aire 

A yeiy bird of paradice. No care 

Had he of earthly trashe. What might suffice 

To fitt his Boole to heanenly exercise 

Sufficed him : and may we gnesse his hart 25 

By what his lipps brings forth, his onely part 

Is God and godly thonghtes. Leanes donbt to none 

Bnt that to whom one God is all ; all^s one. 

What he might eate or weare he tooke no thought ; 

His needfoll foode he rather found then sought. 30 

He seekes no downes, no sheetes, his bed's still made ; 

If he can find a chaire or stoole, he's layd. 

When Day peepes in, he quitts his restlesse rest. 

And still, poore soule, before he's vp, he's dre'st. 

Thus dying did he line, yet lined to dye 85 

In th' Virgin's lappe, to whom he did applye 

His yirgine thonghtes and words, and thence was styld 

By foes, the chaplaine of the virgine myld. 

While yet he lined without. His modestie 

Imparted this to some, and they to me. 40 

Line happie then, deare soule ! inioy the rest 

Eternally by paynes thou purchacedst. 

While Gar must line in care, who was thy friend. 

Nor cares he how he line, so in the end 

He may inioy his dearest Lord and thee ; 45 

And sitt and singe more sMlfull songs eternally.^ 



n. An Epigramme 

Vpon the Pictures in the following Poemes, which the Authour first 
made with his owne band, admirably well, as may be scene in 
his Manuscript dedicated to the Right Honourable Lady the L. 
Denbigh. 

'Twixt pen and pensill rose a holy strife 1 

Which might draw Yertue better to the life : 
Best witts gaue votes to that, but painters swore 
They nener saw peeces so sweete before 

^ Turn BULL in line 19 misprints * Diseased his . . . .' making 
nonsense. Disease is = dis-ease, discompose, as used by Piiinkas 
Fletcher: cf. vol. iii. p. 194 et alibi. 



XVI PREFACE. 

Ab thee fmits of pure Natnre ; where no Art 5 

Did lead the vntaaght pensill, nor had part 

In ih* worke 

The hand growne bold, with witt will needes contest : 

Doth it prenayle ? ah no ! say each is best. 

This to the eare speakes wonders ; that will trje 10 

To speake the same, yet lowder, to the eye. 

Both in their aymes are holy, both conspire 

To wonnd, to bnme the hart with heanenly fire. 

This then's the doome, to doe both parties right : 

This to the eare speakes best ; that, to the sight. 15 

Thomas Cab.* 

It is clear from these lines in the former poem — 

' Car was bat he that enter'd as a friend 
With whom he shar'd his thonghtes, and did commend 
(WhiU yet he liu'd) this worse 



Bo Car hath title then ; 'twas his intent 

That what his riches pen'd, poore Car should prinV — 

that the Tolome of 1652 carries the authority of Cra- 
SHAW with it as his own Selection from what he had 
written. So that I have had no hesitation in accepting 
its text of the Poems previously published (in 1G4G and 
1648): understanding that the Selection was regulated 
by his desire only to offer the Countess of Denbigh 
those he himself most valued. There are inevitable mis- 
prints and a chaos of punctuation; but the text as a whole 
is a great advance on those preceding, as our Notes and 
Illustrations to the several poems prove. There are some 
very valuable additions throughout, entirely overlooked 
by modem Editors. Our text of all not in 1 G52 volume 
is based on that of 1648 collated with 1G46. 

* TuBXiiru. af2:iiin misprintH in line 3 'But' for 'Best,' once more 
making nonsense. 



PREFACE. XVll 

The engravings celebrated in the Epigram of Car — 
of whom more, and of the origin and purpose of the 
Volume, in our Essay — are as follows : 

1. ' To the noblest and best of ladyes:' a heart 
with an emblematical lock. Beneath is printed ^Nou Vi' 
( = not by force), and the following lines : 

*TiB not the work of force bnt skill 

To find the way into man*B will. 

*Tis lone alone can hearts vnlock: 

Who knowes the Word, he needs not knock. 

2. ' To the name above every name.' ' Nnmisma 
Urban! 6.' A dove under the tiara, surrounded with a 
glory. The legend is, * In unitate Deus est' 

3. * The Holy Nativity.' The Holy Family at Beth- 
lehem. Beneath are these lines in French and Latin : 

Ton Cr^atenr te f aict voir sa naissance 
I>eignant sonffiir pour toy des son cnfance. 

Qnem vidistis, Pastores, &c. 
Natnm yidimns, &c, 

4. ' The Glorious Epiphanie.' The adoration of the 
Magi-kings. 

5. * The Office of the Holy Crosse.' Christ on the 
Cross. Beneath (from the Vulgate), 

Tradidit semetipsnm pro nobis oblationem et hostiam 
Deo in odorem saavitatiB.— Ad Ephe. 5. 

6. 'The Eecommendation.' The ascended Saviour 
looking down toward the Earth. Above, this line, 

Expostnlatio Jesa Christi cum mundo ingrato. 

Beneath, a Latin poem of thirteen lines, which appears 
in its place in our Vol, II. 

7. *Sancta Maria Dolorum.' The Virgin Mary under 

VOL. I. c 



XVlll PREFACE. 

the Cross with the instruments of the Passion, holding 
the dead Saviour in her arms. 

8. * Hymn of St. Thomas.' A Remonstrance. * Ecce 
panis Angelorum.' 

9. * Dies Irae.' The Last Judgment. * Dies Ir«e, 
dies ilia.' 

10. * O Gloriosa Domina.' The Virgin Mary and 
Child. Angels hold a crown oyer her head, surmounted 
by the Holy Dove. Beneath : 

S. Maria Major. 

DilectuB meus mihi, et ego ill!,' 

Qui pascitur inter lilia. Cant. 

11. * llie Weeper.' A female head, showing beneath, 
a bleeding and burning heart, surrounded by a glory. 
This couplet is below : 

Lo, where a wounded heart, with bleeding eyes conspire : 
Is she a flaming foontaino, or a weeping fire ? 

12. * Hymn to St. Teresa.' Portrait : scroll above, 
inscribed ' Misericors Domini in cetemum cantabo.' Be- 
neath, * La Vray Portraict de Ste. Terese, Fondatrice 
des Religieuses et Religieux reformez de Tordre dc N. 
Dame de mont Carmel : D^cedee le 4* Octo. 1582. Ca- 
nonis^e le 12* Mars 1622.' 

Besides these Twelve, I discovered another in illus- 
tration of * O Gloriosa Domina,' substituted for No. 10 in 
the very fine copy of the volume in the Douce Collection 
in the Bodleian. I have the satisfaction of furnishing 
admirable reproductions in fac-simile of Nos. 1,2,3, 4, 
5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, and 12, and by the kindness of tlic 
Bodleian Trustees, the unique illustration for No. 10. 
No. 11 by my friend W. J. Linton, Esq. The whole 



of tlieiM: belong exclusively to our illitstraU^i qnarto edi- 
tion, and the impresHions taken have heea strictlj limited 
thereto, and a verj few for my own gift-ose. 

We have now done with genuine editions ; but haTo 
yet to notice a wretched medley which bears the name of 
the ' M edition.' Its title-page is given in out Note (aa 
Iwfore). This volume is fairly piinted; but whatever 
was meant by ' 2d edition,' whether it was so styled from 
ignorance of the edition of 164S or copying of its title, 
or because it was meant for a 2d edition of 1653, it is 
a deplorable compilation made out of 1C46 and 1653. 
It first reprints 1646 and then li;5-2, omitting in the 
Kecund part such poems of 1G52 as were in 1G4(!, but 
ivitliDUt taking the trouble of correcting any, bo as to 
bring them into agreement with the better text. Not to 
mention weU-nigh innumerable misprinta and omissiona, 
80 blind is it, that it has twice printed two poems which 
in 1652 had their titles altered, not cibserving that it had 
already printed tlicra under the old titles. These were 
the poems. On ihe Death of a I'ounff Genthman, and in 
PrniK of Lcssiua. It contains only the eight Latin 
Poems of l(i4(j, and no otliers. Of this edition Tchs- 
riuLL says, ' In its text [it is] the most inaccurate of all' 
—and— Whattien? He reprints it! and leaves un- 
detected ita inaccuracies and omissions, and superadds as 
many more of his own— as our Notes and Illustrations 
demonstrate, al1>eit we have left many blunders unre- 
corded, contenting ourselves with tiecing that our own is 
correct. And yet this Editor got in a rage with a cor- 
respondent (Professor M'Carthy) ot A'olts and Queries, 
who at the time corrected incidentally a misprinted letter 
— oblivious of (literally) hundreds infinitely woi^c. 



pBREdRiNE PuiLLire in 1785 published a very well- 
jirinted volume of 'Selections' from Cbakiiaw; but, like 
TuKNBL'LL, he blundered over the (so-called) ' 2d edition' 
of 1G70, and seems never to have BCcn, those of 1648 
and 1652. Of other more recent editions I shall speak 
in our Essay, and, as already stated in our Mcmorial- 
Tntroduution, notice the University CoUectioDs and others, 
to which our Poet contributed. In it« place, at close of 
the present Volume, sec account of a hitherto unused 
edition of a Verse-Letter to Countess of Dgnbioh. 

Of the Poenis now for the first time printed, the pre- 
sent Volume contains no fewer than fifteen or sixteen 
widi important additions : Vol. II. will contain very 
many more, as well as our Translation of the hitherto 
untranslated Poems and Epigrams. Tlie source of all 
these erewhile nnprlnted Poems is Vol. 4l)'i among the 
Tanneb uss., wldch is known to be in the handwrit- 
ing (mainly) of Archbishop Sanchoft. The Volume 
is a oollectaon of contemporary Poetry, but as it now 
rests in the Bodleian is imperfect, as the Index shows. 
Tlie following details ivill probably interest our readers. 
In the Index is first of all tlie following, ' Mr. Cra- 
shaw's Epigrams, sacra Latina;' but it is erased. Then 
nndemeath is written ' Mr. Croshaw's poems transcrib'd 
fro his own copie, before they were printed; amongst 
W* are some not printed.' ' Latin, On y' Gospels v p 7. 
On other BubiecU p :!», 'jri, nd. English Sacred 
Poems p 111. On otiier 8iibiccU— 39, 162, 1G4 v 
167 T 1»G. 202 V 20G. 223. r Suspetto di Herodi, 
translated frii Car. Marino p 287 v.' Ouided by 
tliis Indei — for, tliongh to some ' It. Cn.' is pretixed, 
others printed in l'i4l! and I^-IR are left without name 
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or initials — ^page 7 to 22 contains Latin Poems and Epi- 
grams still unpublished. On page 22 is a large letter C 
=Crasliaw. The pagination then leaps to p. 39 and goes 
on to page 64, and consists of Latin Poems and one 
in Greek ' On other Subjects/ also wholly unpublished. 
Page 66 is blank, and a blank leaf follows. Then there 
is a Latin poem by Wallis, and pp. 95-6 contain other 
Latin poems by Crashaw, in part published. Pages 97- 
102 are blank, and the pagination again leaps to p. Ill, 
where begin the English Sacred Poems, continuing to 
page 137, with ' Crashaw' written at end. These pages 
(111-137) contain mainly Poems and Epigrams before 
published. On page 130 is a short poem ' On Qood 
Friday' by T. Randolph. On page 135 are two poems 
by Dr. Alabaster : then, on page 136, Grashaw's poem 
* On the Assumption,' and on page 137, a short poem by 
Wotton. Pages 138-142 are blank, and once more the 
pagination passes to p. 159, where there is a poem by 
Giles Fletcher (pp. 159-160) — ^printed by us in Ap- 
pendix to Poems of Dr. Giles Fletcher in our Fuller 
Worthies' Miscellanies. Pages 160-1 have poems 
by Gorbett (erroneously inserted as Herrick's by Haz- 
litt in his edition of Herrick), and a Song by Wotton. 
On page 162 'The Faire Ethiopian,' by Crasuaw: p. 
163, * Upon Mr. CI.' [Cleveland]], who made a Song 
against the D.D.s — The complaint of a woman with 
child [both anonymous], Tlien at page 164 * Upon a 
gnatt burnt in a candle,' by Crashaw (being entered in 
Index as supra), and never published. On pages 165-6, 
Love's Horoscope (published) : p. 166, Ad Amicam, 
T. R. (not by Cicashaw, being entered in Index under 
Randolph): pp. 167-71, Fidicinis et Philomela Bellum 



Mnsicutn, and Upon Herbert'tt Temple: pp, 172-3, Upon 
Imocsoii'h ProntiBpiecc (the second piece) : pp. 1 73-4, An 
uiTitation to fairc weather (nil pubhshed before). Then 
tranalatioDB from the Latin Poetfi with * R Ca.' above 
each, pp. 174-178 — all impnbUsbed: pp, 178-9, from 
Virgil (published). Next oa pp. 180-87 are the follow- 
ing: 'On J* Gunpowder-Treason' (three separate pieces), 
anil ' Upon the King's Coronation' (two pieces). These 
have never been printed until now in our present Vol., and 
tlie; arc unqnestionablj Crasliaw's, inasmuch as (a) All 
enterrd tbue 104 v. ICT are by him, and so these being 
uiitcTcd under his name in Index as 1G7 y. l^S must 
belong to him ; (i) ' Upon the King's Coronation' are 
renderings in part of his own Latin j (c) As shown in 
onr Essay (where also their biographic value is shown) 
nnnsnal words used by Crashaw occur in them. Pp. 187 
111), ' Panegyrick upon the birth of the Duke of York' 
(pnblishcd): pp. l'JO-2, 'Upon tbe birth of the Princesse 
KliKabeth'(never before printed). Pages lt)2-19l>, poems 
by Corbett, Wotton, and others. Pages lOC-7, Trans- 
lation from tlie T^tin Ej' Eiijikminimr (not licfore pub- 
lished), and OD Lessios (published). Then pp. 197-201, 
poems by various, in part anonymous : pp. 302-3, An 
I'^legy on Staninongh — not having bis name or initiats, 
bnt entered in Index onder his name — (never before pub- 
lished) : pp. 2113-5, In obitnm dcsider. M" Chambers 
(published, but tlie heading new), and Upon the deatli 
iifa friend (not liefore published): p. 2t)5, ' On a cobler' 
(anonymous): p. 206, In obltum D' Itrooke: EpiUphium 
Conjug. (published) : page 207, pouni by CcLVKiiwrM. : 
[I. 'iW, blank; and then tbe pagiuatiuii passes to p. S2S. 
Pages 'i'tAi-iV, i«cm» on Hcrrys [or Harrisl (all pub- 



PREFACE. XXIU 

lished, but with variations) : pp. 229-30, Elegio on Dr. 
Porter (never before published, and entered in Index 
under Crashaw) : from p. 231 to 238, various poems, 
but none by Crashaw; then the pagination leaps to p. 
238, and goes on to p. 255, with various pieces, Lut 
again none by Crashaw. On pp. 297-8 are eight of 
the published English Epigrams. All the other anony- 
mous and avowed poems being entered in the Index 
separately from Crash aw's, and under either their titles 
or authors, makes us safe to exclude them from our 
Volumes. On the other hand, the Index-entries and 
' R. C together, assure us that rich and virgin as is the 
treasure-trove of unprinted and unpublished Poems- 
English and Latin, especially the Latin — it is without a 
shadow of doubt Richard Crashaw's, and of supreme 
worth. I have also had the good fortune to discover a 
Harleian ms. from Lord Somers' Library (6917-18), 
which furnishes some valuable readings of some of tlie 
Poems, as recorded and used by us. 

Throughout we have endeavoured with all fidelity 
to reproduce our Worthy in integrity of text and ortho- 
graphy — diminishing only (slightly) italics and capitals, 
and as usual giving capitals to all divine Names (nouns 
and pronouns) and personifications. In Notes and Il- 
lustrations all various readings are recorded, and such 
elucidations and filling-in of names and allusions as are 
likely to be helpful. 

It is now my pleasant duty to return right hearty, 
because heartfelt, thanks to many friends and correspon- 
dents who have aided me in a somewhat arduous and 
difficult work and ' labour of love.' To the venerable 



and illnslrions man whose name by express permission 
aUorns my DcUiealion, I owe a dt-bt of grnliliiilit for a 
beantiful, a pathetic, a (to me) sacred letter, that greatly 
Boimated tne to go forward. By my admirable friends 
BeTB. J. H. Clark, M.A., of West Dereham, Norfolk, 
Bud Thdhas Ahub, M.A., Ipswich, my edition (as Vol. 
n. niU cTidencc) is adrantaged in rarionti Translations 
for the first time of the Latin poems, ralnable in theni - 
selves, and the more valued for tLe generous cnthnsiasni 
and modesty with which tbey were offered, not to say 
how considerably lUey have lightened my owii work in tlie 
same field. To Dr. Brinslev Nicholson, who retains 
in the Army his fine literary culture and acumen ; to 
W. Aliiw WnioiJT, Esq., M.A,, Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge; the very Reverend Dr. F. C. Ht^sEHUSTH, Cossey, 
Norwich; the Earl and Connteasof DEsninn; Monsignor 
Stonor, Rome; to Correspondents at Lohetto, Doitai, 
Parts, Ac; and to Colonel CiiEfiTEn and Mr. W. T, 
Brookk, London, — 1 wish to tender my warmest thanks 
for Tnrious services most pleasantly rendered ; all to the 
enrichment of our edition. 

The Elnstralions (in the -ito) speak for themselves. 
I cannot snfliciently express my acknowledgments for 
the Bpontaneoas and erer-increosing wilJinghood of my 
artJst-i)oet friend W. J. Likton, Esq., who from his 
temporary Transatlantic home has sent me the exquisite 
head- and tail-pieces in both Tolumes, besides cunningly 
interpreting tlie two original Illustrations drawn for me 
by Mrs. Hroii Blackuurn of Glasgow, and the I'uet's 
•Weeper.' To Mrs. Bi.ArKiiuiiN her work is its own 
abundant reward ; hut none the loss do I appreciate her 
great kindness to me. 
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Anything else needing to be said will be found in 
the Memorial- Introduction and Essay on the Life and 
Poetry, and Notes and Illustrations. I cannot better 
close our Preface than with the fine tribute of R. Aris 
WiLLMOTT, in his * Dream of the Poets,* wherein he 
catches up the echo of Cowley across two centuries : 

Poet and Saint ! thy sky was dark 
And Bad thy lonely vigil here ; 
Bat thy meek spirit, like the lark 
Still showered music on the ear, 
From its own heaven ever clear : 
No pining monmer thou 1 thy strain 
Could breathe a slumber upon Pain, 
Singing thy tears asleep : not long 

To stray by Siloa*s brook was thine : 
Yet Time hath never dealt Uiee wrong, 

Nor brushed the sweet bloom from thy line : 
Thou hast a home in eveiy song, 
In eveiy Christian heart, a shrine. 

Alexander B. Grorart. 

15 St. Alban*8 Place, Blackburn, Lancashire, 
4th February 1872. 
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In a Study of the Life and Poetry of oar present Worthy, 
which will be found in our Volume II. — thus postponed 
in order that the completed Works may be before the stu- 
dent-reader along with it — I venture to hope new light 
will be shed on both, and his character as a Man and 
Poet— one of the richest of the minor Poets of Eng- 
land — ^vindicated and interpreted as never hitherto they 
have been. Some memories cannot bear the ' cruel light 
of close scrutiny, some poetries when tested prove fal- 
setto-noted. Richard Crashaw grows on us the more 
insight we gain. If he were as well known as George 
Herbert, he would be equally cherished, while his Poetry 
would be recognised as perfumed with all his devoutness 
and of a diviner ' atiiff^ and woven in a grander loom ; in 
sooth, infinitely deeper and finer in almost every element 
of true singing as differenced from pious and gracious ver- 
sifying. In this hurrying-scurrying age, only twos-and- 
threes take time to hold communion with these ancient 
Worthies ; and hence my Essay, as with the Fletchers 
and Lord Brooke and Henry Yauqhak, may win-back 
that recognition and love due to Crashaw. 

Then, in a much fuller and more adequate Memoir 
than hitherto fumished of William Crashaw, B.D., 
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father of our Poet — also in oar Volume It. — tbeasually- 
given ancestral details will appear from new and unnsed 
sources. So that here and now I intend to limit myself 
to A brief stfttenient of the few outward Facts, i.f. re- 
serving their relation to the central thiag in Richard 
Crarhaiv's life- — his passing from Protestantism to 
Catholicism, and to cootemporaries and inner friends, 
tnd to his Poetry — U} onr announced Stndy. 

WiLLMOTT in his 'Lires of the English Sacred Poets' 
(vol. first, 1834, toI. second, 183D), begins his fine-toned 
little Notice thus : ' After an anxious search in all the 
accessible soarces of information, I am able to tell little 
of one of whom every lover of poetry must desire to know 
mnch. The time of his birth and of his decease is in- 
volved in eqaal mystery.'' Our ' all' is still ' little' m 
compared with nhat we yearn for; but we do not need 
to begin so dolorously as our predecessor, for we have 
discovered both the ' time ofhis birth and of his dtctoM.' 
He \tm bom in London in lfil2-3; this date being ar- 
rived at from the register-entry of his age on admission 
to the University, viz. 18 in 1630-1 (as hereafter stated). 
SbakebI'eare was then retired to his beloved Stratford; 
UiLToN was in the sixth yeBrofhiscberub-beanty. His 
father being ' Preacher at the Temple' at the date would 
have determined Losuoh to have been his birthplace; 
but his admission to Pembroke and his own signalnre at 
PeterliouBc, ' Richardum Croshsw, LomltMiuem,' prove 
it. Who was his mother I have failed to find. The se- 
cond Mrs. WiLLi.tH Chashaw, celebrated in a remark- 

■ Kdilion 0(1804. p. l^Oo; at IKJli. vnl. i. gi. »(il. Ti RNHtLLidds 
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ftble oontemporary poetical tractate printed (if not pub- 
lished) by her bereaved husband (of which more anon 
and elsewhere, as supra), could not have been the Poet's 
mother, as she was not married to Crashaw (pater) until 
1619. We should gladly have exchanged the ' Honour 
of Vertue or the Monument ejected by the sorrowfull 
Husband and the Epitaphs annexed by learned and 
worthy men, to the immortall memory of that worthy 
Gentle-woman M"* Elizabeth Crashawe. Who dyed 
in child-birth, and was buried in Whit-Ghappel : Octob. 
8. 1620. In the 24 yeare of her age* — for a page on 
the first Mrs. Crashaw. Yet is it pleasant to know the 
motherless little lad received such a new mother as this 
tribute pictures. In 1620 he was in his ninth year. Thus 
twice a broad shadow blackened his father's house and 
his home. Little more than a year had he his ' second' 
mother. 

Our after-Memoir of the elder Crashaw shows that 
he was a man of no ordinary force of character and influ- 
ence. The Epistles- dedicatory to his numerous polemical 
books are addressed with evident familiarity to the fore- 
most in Church and State : and it is in agreement with 
this to learn (as we do) that Master Richard gained 
admission to the great ^ Charterhouse' School through 
Sir Henry Yelverton and Sir Randolph Crew — the 
former the patron-friend of the saintly Dr. Sibbes, the 
latter of Herrick, and both of mark. The Register of 
Charterhouse as now extant begins in 1680. So that 
we know not the date of young Crashaw's entry on the 
* foundation' provided so munificently by Sutton.^ As 

1 The present eminent Head of *■ Charterhouse/ Dr. Haig-Brown, 
strove to find earlier documents in vain for me. 
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we sball find, one of the Teachers — Brooke — is gratefuUj 
and characteristically remembered by onr Worthy in one 
of liis Latin poems, none the less gratefully that ' the 
rod' is recalled. He was ' Schoolmaster' from IC^T-S 
to 1043. The ageof admission was 10 to 14 : thelatter 
would bring ns to 1 C27-8, or Brooke's first year of office. 
Probably, howerer, he entered sooner ; but neither Ro- 
bert Grey (Ifi24-2G) nor William Midi-leton, A.M. 
(l()26-28), nor others of the Maflters or celebrities of 
the famous School are celebrated by him, wilh the es- 
ception of (afterwards) Bianoi' Lanev. FftAScis Beau- 
HoNT was Head-Master in June It*, 1624, and I sfaoidd 
have liked to have been able to associate Craskaw with 
tlie Beaumont family. Probably Dit. Josevh Beaumont 
of ' Psyche' was a school -fellow. 

How long the Charterhouse was attended is im- 
known ; but renewed researches at Cambrivob add to as 
well as correct the usual dates of his attendance there, 
WiLLMOTT states that ' he was elected a scholar of Pem- 
broke Hall, March 20, 1()32,' and remarks, 'and yet we 
find him lamenting the premature death of his friend, 
William Herrjs, a fellow of the same College, which 
happened in the October of 1031.'^ He qaotes from the 
Cole mss. The original register in the Admission - 
book of Pembroke College removes the difficnity, and is 
otherwise valuable, as will be seen. It is as follows i 

'Julij G. 1631. Richardus Crashawe, QuUelmi pres- 
byt«ri filiuB, natus Londlni amios habens ] 8, admissns eet 
od 2ni mensic ordinem sub tutela M" Tourney.' 
He was Mnatncalntol /)en#i'oncr ofl'embroke, March 2G, 

' Ai bef.irc. to), ii. p. Sn;. 
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For his great-brained, stoat-hearted, iron-willed Father, 
the stormy period was congenial : bat for his son the 
atmosphere was mephitic ; as the Editor's ' Preface to 
the Learned Header/ in his ' character' of him, snggests. 
Signatures were being pat ansolemnlj to the ' Solemn 
League and Coyenant,' and as a political not a religious 
thing, by too many. Richard Grashaw could not do 
that, and the crash of ^ Ejection' came. Here is the 
rescript from the Register of Peterhoube once more 
unused hitherto :^ 

' Whereas in pursuite of an ordinance of Parliament 
for regulating and reforming of the Universitie of Cam- 
bridge, I have ejected Mr. Beaumont, Mr. Penniman, 
Mr. Crashaw, Mr. Holder, Mr. Tyringham, late fellowes 
of Peterhouse, in Cambridge. And whereas Mr. Charles 
Hotham, Robert Quarles, Howard Becher, Walter Ellis, 
Edward Sammes, have been examined and approved by 
the Assembly of Divines now sitting at Westminster, 
according to the said Ordinance as fitt to be Fellowes : 
These are therefore to require you, and every of you, 
to receive the said Charles Hotham, Robert Quarles, 
Howard Becher, Walter Ellis, Masters of Arts ; and 
Edward Sammes, Bach", as fellowes of your CoUedge in 
room of the said Mr. Beaumont, Mr. Penniman, Mr. 
Crashaw, Mr. Holder, Mr. Tyringham, formerly ejected, 
and to give them place according to their seniority in the 
Universitie, in reference to all those that are or shall 
hereafter bee putt in by mee accordinge to the Ordinance 

* I owe very hearty thanks to my good friend Mr. W, Aldis 
Wright, M.A.f Trinity College, Cambridge, and to the Masters and 
other authorities of Pembroke and Peterhouse, for unfailing atten- 
tion to my inquiries and the most zealous aid throughout. 

VOL. I. *' 
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' Parli&mimt aforesBid. 
isIe the eleaventh day of 



' To th» Mailtr, Presidtnr, and Fello" 



' Manchester. 

lorboune, inCnmbridgt." 



' The ejection' of 1041, like that larger one of 1662, 
brought mach sorrow and trial to a number of good and 
tme Boula. To one so gentle, shy, self-iutroapeetiTe as 
Crabhaw, it muBt have been as the tearing down of a 
nest to a poor bird. His fellow-sniTerers went hither and 
thither. Oar first glimpee of onr WorUiy after his ' ejec- 
tion' is in 164(), when the ' StepB to the Temple' and 
' Delights of the Muses' appeared, with its Editor's 
touching saying at the close of his Preface ' now dead to 
us.' A second edition, with considerable additions, was 
published in 1648. Prerious to 1(14G he had ' gone over' 
to Catholicism ; for in the ' Steps' of that year is * An 
Apologie' for his ' Hymn'—' In Memory of the Vertuons 
and Learned Lady Madre de Teresa, tliat songht an 
early Marty rdome.' In Ili-IG it is headed BimpI; ' An 
Apologie for the precedent Hjnine:' in the 'Carmen 
Deo Nostro' of 1 C52 it is more fully inscribed ' An Apo- 
logie for the foregoing Hjmn, as having been writt 
when the author was yet among the Protcstantes.' His 
two Latin poems, ' Fida qute sola jvstijicat non tat sine 
^pt ft UiUctione' and ' liaptwiivs non loUil futiira pee- 
o«lo,' were first published in 1G48, Tiirnbi-ll was either 
ignorant of their existence or intentionally snppressei] 
them, 

Onr Worthy did not long remain in England. He 
retirfd to France ; and his little genial j)oem on sending 
' two green apricoclcs' lo CfiwLF.Y sheds a gleam of light 
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on his residence in Paris. Cowley was in the ' gay city* 
in 1646 as Secretary to Lord Jermyn; and inasmuch as 
the Yolame of that year contained his own alternate-poem 
on ' Hope/ I like to imagine that he carried over a 
copy of it to Crashaw, and renewed their old friendship. 
Cowley, it is told, found our Poet in great poverty.: but 
Car's verses somewhat lighten the gloom. The ' Secre- 
taiy* of Lord Jermyn introduced his friend to the Queen 
of Charles L, who was then a fugitive in Paris. 80 it 
usually runs: but Crashaw had previously 'sung' of 
and to her Majesty. From the Queen the Poet obtained 
letters of recommendation to Italy ; and from a contem- 
porary notice, hereafter to be used, we learn he became 
' Secretary' at Home to Cardinal Palotta. He appears 
to have remained in Rome until 1649-50, and by very 
' plain speech' on the moralities, that is immoralities, 
of certain ecclesiastics, to have drawn down on himself 
Italian jealousy and threats. His ' good' Cardinal pro- 
vided a place of shelter in the Lady-chapel of Loretto, 
of which he was made a Canon. But his abode there was 
very brief; for, by a document sent me from Loretto, I 
ascertained that he died of fever after a few weeks' re- 
sidence only, and was buried within the chapel there, in 
1650.^ Cowley shed ' melodious tears' over his dear 
friend, in which he turns to fine account his ^ fever' end : 
and with his priceless tribute, of which Dr. Johnson 

^ My * document* was an extract from an old Register of the 
Church. I lent it to the late Mr. Robert Bell (who intended to 
include Crashaw in hia * Poeta*), and somehow it got astray. My 
priest-correspondent at Loretto was dead when I applied for another 
copy, and the R<^i8ter haa disappeared. Of the fact, however, that 
Crash AW died in 1650 there can be no doubt. 
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said, ^ In these verses there are beauties which common 
authors may justly think not only above their attainment, 
but above their ambition/^ — I close for the present our 
Memoir : 

On the Death of Mr. Grasuaw. 

Poet and Saint ! to thee alone are giv'n 

The two most sacred names of Earth and Heav'n, 

The hardest, rarest union which can be 

Next that of godhead with hnmanity. 

Long did the Moses banish'd slaves abide, 

And boilt vain pyramids to mortal pride ; 

Like Moses thon (tho' spells and charms withstand) 

Hast bronght them nobly home, back to their Holy Land. 

Ah, wretched we, Poets of Earth ! bnt thon 
Wert living, the same Poet which thon*rt now ; 
Whilst angels sing to thee their ayres divine. 
And joy in an applause so great as thine. 
Eqnsd society with them to hold, 
Thon need*st not make new songs, bnt say the old ; 
And they (kind spirits !) shall all rejoice to see. 
How little less than they, exalted man may be. 

Still the old heathen gods in numbers dwell, 
The heav*nliest thing on Earth still keeps np Hell : 
Nor have we yet quite purg'd the Christian land ; 
Still idols here, like calves at Bethel stand. 
And tho' Pan*s death long since all or'cles broke. 
Yet still in rhyme the fiend Apollo spoke ; 
Nay, with the worst of heathen dotage, we 
(Vain men I) the monster woman deifie ; 
Find stars, and tie our fates there in a face, 
And Paradise in them, by whom we lost it, place. 
What diff 'rent faults corrupt onr Muses thns ? 
Wanton as girls, as old wives, fabulous. 

Thy spotless Muse, like Mary, did contain 
The boundless Godhead ; she did well disdain 

* Life of CowLhY. in Livw ut the PotU. 
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That her eteniAl Tene employ'd should be 

On a less snbjeot than eternity ; 

And for a BB/oted mistress soom'd to take 

Bnt her whom God Himself soom'd not His sponse to make : 

It (in a kind) her miracle did do, 

A fmitfol mother was, and virgin too. 

How well (blest Swan) did Fate contrive thy death, 
And made thee render np thy tonefal breath 
In thy great mistress's arms ! Thon most divine. 
And richest offering of Loretto's shrine ! 
Where, like some holy sacrifice t* expire, 
A fever bnms thee, and Love lights the fire. 
Angels (they say) brought the fam*d chappel there. 
And bore the sacred load in triumph thro' the air : 
'Tis sorer much they brought thee there ; and they. 
And thon, their charge, went singing all the way. 

Pardon, my Mother-Church, if I consent 
That angels led him, when from thee he went ; 
For ev'n in error, sure no danger is, 
When joined with so much piety as his. 
Ah ! mighty GK>d, with shame I speak't, and grief ; 
Ah I that our greatest faults were in belief ! 
And our weak reason were ev*n weaker yet. 
Rather than thus, our wills too strong for it. 
His faith, perhaps, in some nice tenets might 
Be wrong ; his life, I'm sure, was in the right : 
And I, myself, a Catholick will be ; 
So far at least, great Saint ! to pray to thee. 

Hail, Bard triumphant ! and some care bestow 
On us, the Poets militant below : 
Oppos'd by our old enemy, adverse Chance, 
Attacked by Envy and by Ignorance ; 
Enchain'd by Beauty, tortured by desires. 
Exposed by tyrant-love, to savage beasts and fires. 
Thou from low Earth in nobler flames didst rise, 
And like Elijah, mount alive the skies. 
Elisha-like (but with a wish much less, 
More fit thy greatness and my littleness ;) 
Lo here I beg (I whom thou once didst prove 
So humble to esteem, so good to love) 
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THE PREFACE TO THE READER. 



Learned Reader, 

The Author's friend will not osurpe much upon thy 
eye : This is onely for those whom the name of our divine 
Poet hath not yet seized^ into admiration. I dare under- 
take that what Jambucus^ (in vita Pythagora) affirmeth of 
his Master, at his contemplations, these Poems can, viz. 
They shall lift thee, Header, some yards ahove the ground : 
and, as in Pttuaooras Schoole, every temper was first 
tuned into a height hy severall proportions of Musick, and 
spiritualiz'd for one of his weighty lectures ; so maist thou 
take a poem hence, and time thy soule hy it, into a hea- 
venly pitch;' and thus refined and home up upon the 
wings of meditation, in these Poems thou maist talke freely 
of God, and of that other state. 

Here's Herbert's* second, but equall, who hath retriv'd 
Poetry of late, and retum'd it up to its primitive use ; let 

1 Query, the legal tenn * seized* = taken posacssion of? So Vau- 
oiiAN, Silurist, 



and 



' O give it ful obedience, that so seiz'd 
Qf all I have, I may not move thy wrath' (i. 154), 

* Thou 80 long ieix'd of my heart' (ib. p. 289). O. 

' = lamblichus, the celebrated Neo-PIatonic philosopher, author 
of Tifi TlvSayifw m^ruisj concerning the Philosophy of Pythagoras. G. 

' Cf. poem on Lessius, lines 18 and 38. G. 

* See our Memorial-Introduction and Essay, for remarks on IIer- 
BEiiT*s relation to Crashaw. G. 



it bound buck to heaven gates, whence it came, Thinke 
yee St. AtousTiNB would have Bteyned his graver leaniing 
with a booke of Poetry, had he fancied its dearest end to 
be the vanity of love-aonnets and epithalamiums ? No. 
no. be tliougbt with Uiis our Poet, that every foot in a 
high-borne verae, raiglit beipe to measure tJie soule int« 
that better world. Divine Poetry, I dare hold it in position. 
against Suarez on tlie subject, to be the language of the 
angels : it is the quintessence of phantasie and discciarse 
center'd in Heaven: 'tis the very out -goings of the soule; 
'tis what alone our Author is able to tell you. and that iu 

It were prophane but to mention h«re in the Preface 
those under-headed Poets, retainers to seven shares and a 
halfe:' niadrigall fellowcs, whose onely biisinesse in verse, 

e same pbnuie ucsura in Ben 

_.._ ^._.._. II C»pt«in Torn bullied wid 

oeecen, was one o( Hroalowe'a curopuiy, aa BhowB by Tucca's »tiiig- 
ing lauDt that Ihey had 'tortune and Uic eood year on their side;' 
tbe tacti beiae uat the Fonune itieaUG bad jiut been bnilt, and 
that the year had been an exceptionally bad one with Ihe bilherto 
pnnperoiu ^liyers. To call uienlion tacitly lutbe allusion 'tDnima' 
V, in tbe anginal editions, printed in italics. Varioui other nlayen 
having been mimicked, ridicnled, and reviled, Tucca Iheo bids are- 
well to bia new acquaintance with— 'commend me to seven sbaraa 
■nd ■ half;' a remark which by Ita poaition ieems la point (o tbe 
chief men at tbe company. But a gnat part of the office of a nuB- 
tga like Uemdowe wu, aa exbibiled in Heosluwc's own Diary, jiut 
lUcb Bi ia d^iecialingly deseribeil in our text. He bid vuious 
dminatic antbors, poeuslera. and others in bii pay and debt. Hence 
u the PoeUutir waa written ui 1601, and ibu preface in 1646, it 
may be concluded, that ' aeven aharei ajid a half waa ibe ealabliabed 
proportion taken by, and therefore a theatrical cant name tar, the 
BUiiagcr. Il fuUowa slao that aa tbe Player waa one of Henalowe'e 
company, tha seven iharea and a half alluded lo by Jonson waa 
Ilaislowe himself, from whom he had seceded, and with whom be 
bad probably quarrelled. The queation, however, yet remaina op«i. 
wbetber men ihara and a half was tbe proportion received by a 
iiiaiiagrr, or that lahcn by a propriEtor-manager, lucb aa Heoalowe 
was. Malone bag coiii«tured that Hciislowe drew fifteen ahaiee ; if 
■0, tbe olbcr seven uid a batf may have been aa rent, and out of 
one of llie Iwu halve) may have come the ceneral eaiienaea of the 
li»u<«. (J. 
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is to rime a poore six-penny soule, a suburb-sinner^ into 
Hell: — May such arrogant pretenders to Poetry Vanish, 
with their prodigious issue of tumorous^ heats and flashes 
of their adulterate braines, and for ever after, may this our 
Poet fill up the better roome of man. Oh ! when the gene- 
rail arraignment of Poets shall be, to give an accompt of 
their higher soules, with what a triumphant brow shall our 
divine Poet sit above, and looke downe upon poore Homer, 
ViBGiL, Horace, Claudian, &c. ? who had amongst them the 
ill lucke to talke out a great part of their gallant genius, 
upon bees, dung, froggs, and gnats, &c., and not as himself 
here, upon Scriptures, divine graces, martyrs and angels. 

Reader, we stile his Sacred Poems, Steps to the Temple, 
and aptly, for -in the Temple of God, under His wing, he 
led his life, in St. Marie's Church neere St. Peter's Col- 
ledge : there he lodged under Tertullian's roofe of angels; 
there he made his nest more gladly than David's swallow 
neere the house of God, where like a primitive saint, he 
offered more prayers in the night than others usually offer 
in the day ; there he penned these Poems, steps for happy 
soules to climbe heaven by. And those other of his pieces, 
intituled The Delights of the Muses, (though of a more hu- 
mane mixture) are as sweet as they are innocent. 

The praises that follow, are but few of many that might 
be conferr'd on him : he was excellent in five languages 
(besides his mother tongue), vid. Hebrew, Greek, Latin, 
Italian, Spanish, the two last whereof he had little helpe 
in, they were of his own acquisition. 

Amongst his other accomplishments in accademick (as 
well pious as harmlesse arts) he made his skill in Poetry, 
Musick, Drawing, Limming, Graving (exercises of his curi- 
ous invention and sudden fancy) to be but his subservient 

^ ' Sixpenny ioule, a suburb ginnerJ* This was the ordinary town 
courtesan, who, eschewing the penny and twopenny rabble of the pit 
and gallery, frequented the cheapest of the better-class seats, or main 
body of the house. 6. 

* = swollen. G. 
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recreations for vacant lioures, not the grand businesse of 
his soule. 

To the former qualifications I might adde that which 
would crowne them all, his rare moderation in diet (almost 
Lessian temperance^) ; he never created a Muse out of dis- 
tempers, nor (with our Canary scribblers^) cast any strange 
mists of surfets before the intellectuall beames of his mind 
or memory, the latter of which he was so much a master 
of, that he had there under locke and key in readinesse, 
the richest treasures of the best Greek and Latine poets, 
some of which Authors hee had more at his command 
by heart, than others that onely read their works, to retaine 
little, and understand lesse. 

Enough Reader, I intend not a volume of praises larger 
than his booke, nor need I longer transport thee to think 
over his vast perfections : I wUl conclude all that I have 
impartially writ of this learned young Gent, (now dead to 
us) as he himselfe doth, with the last line of his poem 
upon Bishop Andrews' picture before his Sermons : Verte 
paginas, 

* Look on his following leaver, and see him breath.*' 



^ = as taught by Lessius, whose praise Crabhaw sang. See Ihe 
Poem in its place in the ' Delights.* G. 
2 = drinkers of Canary (wine) ? 6. 
' On the authorriiip of this Preface see our Preface. 6. 



THE author's motto. 

Live loBUR, live, and let it bee 
My life, to dye for lovo of Thee. 
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SAINTE MAJtY MAGDALENE, OR THE \VEEPEK.> 




THE WEEPER.' 



i 



Hail, sister Hpriii);^ ! 
Pftrents of Bjluor-footed rills ! 
Euer-bubliiig thingB ! 
Thawing cryHtall ! snowy liills 
Still B[iending, neuer apent ! I mpan 
Thy fair eyes, Bwe(;t Magdalene ! 
' This couplet appeared 6nt id 1648 edilion of Uig - Slepa to t 
Tempk;' but it properly lielonBa 10 the engraving in 'Carmen D 
Noairo' of 1662. which ii repro'luccd in our illu>1 rated 4lo «liiinn. 

' 'The Weeper' sppearwt oricinally in the 'SlepH* ot 1646 (j 
1-9): wu Trprinteil in ediliim* of IS4S (pp. 1-6). I65S (pp. H.'i-<l 
1670 (pp, 1-5). For msona Maled in nur Prebce, our (eil fiillo 
tbu ot l&,2; bat Me Notes and I11u-lntioni< si clou ot the jkn 
tot deliils nf various reading*, ii: Ac. and our Kniay tor iriii 
f«mKk<oniifroniroi-ntinH. (;k<iRi,kM.\ii«.n.\i.ii! <i. 



SAINTE MARY MAGDALENE. 
11. 

Heauens thy fair eyes be ; 

Heauens 9f euer-faliing starres. 

*Ti8 seed-time still with thee ; 

And starres thou sow'st, whose haruest dares i o 
Promise the Earth, to counter-shine 
Whateuer makes heaun's forehead fine. 

in. 
But we* are deceiued all ; 
Starres indeed they are too time ; 
For they but seem to fall, 1 5 

As heaun's other spangles doe : 
It is not for our Earth and vs 
To shine in things so pretious. 

IV. 

Vpwards thou dost weep : 
Heaun's bosome drinks the gentle stream. 20 
Where th* milky riuers creep, 
Thine floates aboue, and is the cream. 
Waters aboue th' heauns, what they be 
We* are taught best by thy teares and thee. 

V. 

Euery mom from hence, 25 

A brisk cherub something sippes. 
Whose sacred influence 
Addes sweetnes to his sweetest lippes ; 
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Tlien to his musick ; and his song 

Tasts of this breakfast all day long. 30 

VI. 

When some new bright guest 
Takes vp among the starres a room, 
And Heaun will make a feast : 
Angels with crystall violls come phials 

And draw from these full eyes of thine, 35 

Their Master's water, their own wine. 

Vfl. 

The deaw no more will weep 
The primrose's pale cheek to deck : 
The deaw no more will sleep 
^N'uzzel'd in the lilly's neck ; 40 

Much rather would it be thy tear. 
And leaue them both to tremble here. 

VIII. 

!N'ot the soft gold which 
Steales from the amber-weeping tree, 
Makes Sorrow halfe so rich 45 

As the drops distiFd from thee. 
Sorrowe's best iewels lye in these 
Caskets, of which Heaven keeps the keyea. 

IX. 

When Sorrow would be seen 
In her brightest majesty : 50 
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(For she is a Queen) : 

Then is she drest by none but thee. 
Then, and only then, she weares 
Her proudest pearles : I mean, thy teares. 

X. 

Not in the Euening's eyes, 55 

When they red with weeping are 
For the Sun that dyes ; 
Sitts Sorrow with a face so fair. 

Nowhere but here did ever meet 

Sweetnesse so sad, sadncsse so sweet. 60 

XI. 

Sadnesse all the while 
Shee sits in such a throne as this, 
Can doe nought but smile. 
Nor beleeves she Sadnesse is : 

Gladnesse it selfe would be more glad, 65 

To bee made soe sweetly sad. 

XII. 

There's no need at all. 

That the balsom-sweating bough 

So coyly should lot fall 

His med'cinable teares ; for now 70 

Nature hath learnt to' extract a deaw 
More souoraign and sweet, from you. 
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XIII. 



Yet let the poore drops weep 

(Weeping is the ease of Woe) : 

Softly let them creep, 75 

Sad that they are vanquish't so. 
They, though to others no releife, 
Balsom may be for their own greife. 

XIV. 

Golden though he be, 

Golden Tagus murmures though. 80 

Were his way by thee, 

Content and quiet he would goe ; 
Soe much more rich would he esteem 
Thy syluer, then his golden stream. 

XV. 

Well does the May that lyes 85 

Smiling in thy cheeks, confesse 

The April in thine eyes ; 

Mutuall sweetnesse they expresse. 
No April ere lent kinder showres. 
Nor May retum'd more faithfull flowres. 90 

XVI. 

cheeks ! Bedds of chast loues. 
By your own showres seasonably dash't. 
Eyes ! Nests of milky doues. 
In your own wells decently washt. 



^Mtaa^h 
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O wit of Loue ! that thus could place 95 

Fountain and garden in one fa^. 

XVII. 

O sweet contest ! of woes 

With loues ; of teares with smiles disputing ! 

O fair and freindly foes, 

Each other kissing and confuting ! 100 

While rain and sunshine, cheekes and eyes 
Close in kind contrarietyes. 

XVIII. 

But can these fair flouds be 
Freinds with the bosom-fires that fill thee ! 
Can so great flames agree 105 

^Eternal teares should thus distill thee ! 

O flouds ! fires ! O suns ! O showres ! 

Mixt and made freinds by Loue's sweet powres. 

XIX. 

'Twas his well-pointed dart 

That digg'd these wells, and drest this wine ; 11 o 

And taught the wounded heart 

The way into these weeping eyn. 
Vain loues auant ! bold hands forbear ! 
The Lamb hath dipp't His white foot here. 

XX. 

And now where'ere He strayes, 115 

Among the Calilean mountaines, 



\ 



Or mfjn ^rvw^^is^ -wxjit 

Ix i,7 •: n-.a uis iw* •ny^su/^n 
T»fl. -nsL fOu>e- »-n* ■wr't ir.ii: 



J«r •»«*t-iii^rt- 
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XXIV. 

Does the day-staire rise ? 

Still thy teares doe fall and fall. 1 40 

Does Day close his eyes ? 

Still the fountain weeps for all. 
Let Night or Day doe what they will, 
Thou hast thy task : thou weepest still. 

XXV. 

Does thy song lull the air ? 145 

Thy falling teares keep faithfull time. 
Does thy sweet-breath'd praire 
Vp in clouds of incense climb ? 

Still at each sigh, that is, each stop, 

A bead, that is, a tear, does drop. 150 

XXVI. 

At these thy weeping gates 
(Watching their watry motion), 
Each winged moment waits : 
Takes his tear, and gets him gone. 

By thine ey*s tinct enobled thus, 155 

Time layes him vp ; he's pretious. 

XXVII. 

Time, as by thee He passes, 
Makes thy ever-watry eyes 
His hower-glasses. 
By them His steps He rectifies. 160 
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The sands He us*d, no longer please, 
For His owne sands Heel use thy seas. 

XXVIII. 

!N'ot, * so long she lined/ 

Shall thy tomb report of thee ; 

But, * so long she grieufed :' 165 

Thus must we date thy memory. 
Others by moments, months, and yeares 
Measure their ages ; thou, by teares. 

XXIX. 

So doe perfumes expire, 

So sigh tormented sweets, opprest 170 

With proud vnpittying fire. 

Such teares the suffring rose, that's vext 
With vngentle flames, does shed, 
Sweating in a too warm bed. 

XXX. 

Say, ye bright brothers, 175 

The fugitiue sons of those fair eyes. 
Your fruitfnll mothers ! 
What make you here 1 what hopes can 'tice 
You to be bom ? what cause can borrow 
You from those nests of noble sorrow ? 1 80 

XXXI. 

Whither away so fast ? 
For sure the sluttish earth 
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Your sweetnes cannot tast, 

Kor does the duet deserve your birth. 

Sweet, whither hast you then? say 185 

Why you trip so fast away ? 

xxxii. 

We goe not to seek 

The darlings of Aurora's bed, 

The rose's modest cheek, 

Nor the violet's humble head. 1 90 

Though the feild's eyes too Weepers be, 
Because they want such teares as we. 

XXXlll. 

Much lesse mean we to trace 
The fortune of inferior gemmes, 
Preferred to some proud face, 1 95 

Or pertch*t vpon fear'd diadems : 

Crown'd heads are toyes. We goe to meet 

A worthy object, our Lord's feet. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

With some Bhortoomings — saperficial rather than sahstan- 
tive — ' The Weeper' is a lovely poem, and well deserves its 
place of honour at the commencement of the * Steps to the 
Temple/ as in editions of 1646, 1648, and 1670. Accordingly 
we have spent the utmost pains on our text of it, taking for 
batiis that of 1652. The various readings of the different edi- 
tions and of the Sancboft ms. are given below for the capable 
student of the ultimate perfected form. I have not hesitated 
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to oorrect eeyeral misprints of the text of 1652 from the earlier 
editions. 

The present poem appears very imperfectly in the first 
edition (1646), consisting there of only twenty-three stanzas 
instead of thirty-three (and so too in 1670 edition). The stanzas 
that are not given therein are xvi. to xxix. (on the last see 
onward). Bnt on the other hand, exclnsive of interesting va- 
riations, the text of 1646 supplies two entire stanzas (xi. and 
xxvii.) dropped ont in the editions of 1648 and 1652, though 
both are in 1670 edition and in the Bancroft ms. Moreover I 
accept the succession of the stanzas in 1646, so far as it goes, 
confirmed as it is by the Sancroft ms. A third stanza in 1652 
edition (st. xi. there) as also in 1648 edition, I omit, as it be- 
longs self-revealingly to * The Teare,' and interrupts the meta- 
phor in * The Weeper.* Another stanza (xxix.) might seem to 
demand excision also, as it is in part repeated in * The Teare ;* 
but the new lines are dainty and would be a loss to * The 
Weeper.' Our text therefore is that of 1652, as before, with 
restorations from 1646. 

The form of the stanza in the editions of 1646, 1648 and 
1670 is thus : 



In 1652 from stanza xv. (there) to end, 



but I have made all uniform, and agreeably to above of 1652. 

I would now submit variations, illustrations and corrections, 
under the successive stanzas and lines. 

Couplet on the engraving of * The Weeper.' In 1652 ' Sainte' 
is misprinted * Sanite,' one of a number that remind us that the 
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fit. i. Une 3. ItUft, 1 48 tuii] 1670 editioDt read ' eUfer- 
Imded.' Were it only for the roadjug of the text of 1652 * ul- 
Ter-tootod,' I should havo hecn tbankfiil tor it ; lUid I accept it 
tho more readily in that the Bancroft ub. hota CiBBhaw'a oim 
copy, also reads ' silrur- footed.' The Homeric componud epi- 
thet occnrB in Hersick contemporaril; in hie Htrptridei, 

Ta Um, my aJw-^MI Thuniaiiln' 
[tliat is, the riTer Thamea] . Wiij.uh Browne earlier, has 
■ fiiire tilEer-fooled Thetis' (WorltB by Hajtlitt, i. p. 188). d. 
also the fir«t line of the Elegy on Dr. Porter in onr ' Airelles' 
— lirintcd for the first time by na : ' Stay silTer-fooled Came.' 

With reference to the long- accepted reading ' Bilver-/iirif«((,' 
the tpithcit is loosely Qged not for in the state of being 
forded, bat for iu a stBti^ to be forded, or fordable, and hence 
shallow, The thooght is not ignite the same as that iuleuded 
to he conreycd by ench a phrase aa * silver stream of Thames.* 
bnt pictnics the bright, pellucid, silvery wbitenesB of a clear 
monntain rill. As Bilrer-Bhallow — a meaning which, as has 
been said, cannot be fairly obtained (rom it— can it alone be 
taken aa a donhlo epithet. In aoy other sense the hyphen is 
only an attempt to connect tvo qnalities wbich refase to be 
connected. All difflonlty and obscurity are removed by ' ailrer- 

8t. iii. line 1. The ' ne' ' may be = wet, as printed in 1646, 
but in 1648 it is ' we are.' and in 1670 ■ we're.' an.) in the last, 
line 2. • they're.' The 84Mcuorr us. in line 3, reads ■ they are 
indeed' tor ' indeed they are.' 

St. iv. line 4. 1646 and 1670 have ' ecawlea' and - crawls' re- 
■pectivelj-, for 'floaU'i,' as in 16i8 and our text. The 8.i!(- 
CEurr MB. also reads ' crawles.' In line 3, 1646 and 1670 ' meet' 
is inadvertently anbstitnted for ' creep.' 

Lines G and 6, 1646 and 1670 read 

■ Uravcn. of luob l«ln Boola ai ttalf. 
Ilmirii Ow chrlm«JI ocfiin li.' 

Su too thv BA^i'uorr ud., eave that for - ttus' it has ' these.' 
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St. ▼. line 2. * Brisk* is = active, nimble. So — and some- 
thing more — Shaxsspeabe : * he made me mad, to see him shine 
BO brisk' (1 Henry IV. 3). 

Line 8. 1646, 1670 and Sancboft mb. read * soft* for ' sa- 
cred' of 1652 and 1648. 

Line 6, * Breakfast.* See onr Essay on this and similar 
homely words, with parallels. 1648 reads * Mb* for ' this break- 
fast.* 

St. Ti. line 4, * riolls'ss * phials* or small bottles. The read- 
ing in 1646 and 1670 is * Angels with their bottles come.' So 
also in the Samcboft m b. 

St. TiL line 4. ' Nnzzeld'= nestled ornonrished. In quaint 
old Db. Wob8HIP*b Sermons, we have * dew cruzzle on his cheek* 
(p. 91). 

Lines 1 and 3, * deaw'=: * dew.* This was the contemporary 
spelling, as it was long before in Sib John Datieb, the Flet- 
CHEBS and others in our Fuller Worthies' Library, s, v. 

Lines 5 and 6. 1646, 1670 and Sancboft ms. read 

* Mnoh rather would it tremble heere 
Aiid leavB them both to bee thy teare.' 

1648 is as onr text (1652). 

St. ix. A hasty reader may judge this stanza to have been 
displaced by the zith, but a closer examination reveals a new 
vein (so -to -say) of Uie thought. It is characteristic of Cra- 
shaw to giye a first-sketch, and afterwards fill in other details 
to complete the scene or portraiture. 

St. xi. Restored from 1646. 

St. xii. line 1. 1646, 1648 and 1670 read * There is.' 
Line 4, * med'cinable teares.' So Shakespeabe (nearly) : 
* their medicinal gum' (Othello, y. 2). 

St. xiii. line 2. 1646 and 1670 unhappily misprint * case ;' 
and Tubnbull passed the deplorable blunder and perpetuated it. 

Line 5. Our text (1652) misprints ' draw' for ' deaw'= dew, 
as before. 

Line 6. 1646 and 1670 read ' May balsame.' 

St. xiy. line 3. 1646 and 1670 read 

* Might he flow from thee.' 
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TuRNBULL misBCB the rhythmical play in the first and second 

* though/ and pnnctnates the second so as to read with next 
line. I make a full -stop as in the Sancroft ms. 

Line 4, ib. read 

* Content and quiet wonld he goe.' 

So the Sancroft ms. 
Line 5, ib. read 

* Richer far doen he ertoeme.' 

So the Sancroft ms. 

St. XV. lines 5 and 6, ib. read 

* No April e're lent mfter showres. 
Nor May returned fairer fiowem.' 

* Faithful* looks deeper : bnt the Sancroft ms. agrees with '46 
and 70. 

St. xvii. line 2, in 1648 misreads 

* With lovee and tears, and smila disputing.' 

TuRNBULL, without the slightest authority, seeing not even in 
1670 are the readings found, has thus printed lines 2 and 4, 
' With loves, of tears with »miU» disporting* ... * Each other 
kissing and comforting* I ! 

St. xriii. line 2 in 1648 mis-reads 

' Friends with the baltome fires that flU thee.' 

The ' balsome' is an evident misprint, but * thee* is preferable 
to ' fill you* of our text (1652), and hence I have adopted it. 
Line 3 in 1648 reads 

* Cause great flames agree.' 

St. xix. line 8, 1648, reads ' that* for * the.* 
Line 4, ib. * those' for * these.* 

Line 6. cf . Revelations xiv. 5, * These are they which follow 
the Lamb whithersoever He goeth.* 

St. xxi. line 6. ' wipe with gold,* refers to Mary Magdalene's 
golden tresses, as also in st. xxii. * a voluntary mint.' 
Line 4. * prouoke'=challenge. 

St. xxii. line 2. Curiously enough, 1648 edition leaves a 
blank where we read ' calls *t* as in our text (1652). Turnbull 
prints ' cairst,* but that makes nonsense. It is calls 't as=:calls 
it. So too the Sancroft ms. Probably the copy for 1648 was 
illegible. 
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St. xxiy. line 1. 1646 and 1670 read 

'Doee the Night arise?' 

Line 2. Our text (1652) misprints * starres' for * teares' of 
1646, 1648 and 1670. 

Line 8. 1646 and 1670 read 

* Does Night looee her eyee ?' 
The Sancboft ms. reads line 139 * Does the Night arise ?' and 
line 141, * Does Niget loose her eyes V 

St. xxy. line 2. 1646 and 1670 read 

* Thy toarcs* juRt cadence still keeps time/ 

So the Sancboft ms. 

Line 3. Onr text (1652) misprints *paire' for * praire.' 
' Sweet-hreath*d' should prohahly he pronounced as the adjectival 
of the suhstantive, not as the participle of the verh. 

Line 6. 1646, 1648 and 1670 read ' doth' for * does.' 

St. xxvi. lines 1 and 2. 1646 and 1670 read 

* Thus dost thou melt the yeare 
Into a weeping motion. 
Bach minnte waiteth heere.* 

So the Sancboft ms. 

St. xxTii. Restored from 1646 edition. The Sancboft ms. 
in line 168 miswrites * teares.' 

St. xxyiii. line 5. reads in 1646 and 1670 

* others by dayes, by monthes, by yeares.' 

So also thtf Sancboft ms., wherein this st. follows our st. xy. 

St. xxix. line 3. Our text (1662) misprints ' fires' for * fire' 
of 1648. 

St. XXX. line 1. Onr text (1652) misprints * Say the hright 
brothers.' 1646 and 1670 read ' Say watry Brothers.* So San- 
cboft MS. 1648 gives * ye,' which I have adopted. The misprint 
of ' the' in 1652 originated doubtless in the printer's reading 
' y^,* the usual mode of writing * the.' 

Line 2. 1646 and 1670 read 

* Yec simpering . . . .' 
So the Sancboft ms. 

Line 3, ib. * fertile' for * fruitfull.' 

Line 4, ib. * What hath our world that can entice.* So the 
Sancboft ms. 
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Lines 5 and 6, ib. 

' what is't can borrow 
Toa from her eyes, swohie wombee of sorrow/ 

So the Sanoboft ms. 

St. XXXI. line 2. 1646 and 1670 read 

' O whither ? for the tluttiih Earth :' 
and I accept * slnttish* for * sordid,' which is also confirmed by 

SaNCBOFT MS. 

Line 4, ib. * yonr' for * their ;* and as this is also the read- 
ing of 1648 and Sancboft ms., I have accepted it. 
Line 5. 1646 and 1670 omit * Sweet.* 
Line 6, ib. read * yee* for * you.' 

St. xxxii. and xxxiii. In 1646 and 1670 these two stanzas 
are thrown into one, Tiz. 28 (there), which consists of the first 
fonr lines of xxxii. and the two closing lines of xxxiii. as fol- 
lows, 

* No such thing ; we goe to meet 
A worthier object, oar Lord s feet.* 

In the Sancboft ms. also, and reads as last line * A worthy ob- 
ject, onr Lord Jesus feet.' On the closing lines of st. xxxii. of. 
Sospetto d'Herode, st. xlviii. 

I have not thought it needful, either in these Notes or here- 
after, to record the somewhat arbitrary variations of mere 
orthography in the different editions, as * haile' for * hail,' * syl- 
uer' for * silver,' * hee' for * he,' and the like. But I trust it will 
be found that no different wording has escaped record. G. 
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SANCTA MARIA DOLORVM, OR THE 
MOTHER OF SORROWS. 

A patheticall Descant vpon the denout Plainsong of 
Stabat Mater Dolorosa^ 



I. 

In shade of Death's sad tree 

Stood dolefull shee. 
Ah she ! now by none other 
Name to be known, alas, but Sorrow's Mother. 

Before her eyes, 5 

Her's, and the whole World's ioyes. 
Hanging all torn she sees ; and in His woes 
And paines, her pangs and throes : 
Each wound of His, from euery part, 
Ail, more at home in her one heart. 10 

^ Appeared originaUy in * Steps* of 1648 (pp. 7-9) : reprinted in 
1652 and 1670. As before, our text is that of 1652 (pp. 55-61); but 
see Notes and Illustrations at close. The illustration, en^praved by 
Mbsaoeb, is reproduced in our illustrated quarto edition. G. 



20 8ANCTA MARIA DOLORVM. 

II. 

What kind of marble, than, 

Is that cold man 

Who can look on and see, 
Nor keep such noble sorrowes company ? 

Sure eu'en from you 1 5 

(My flints) some drops are due. 
To see so many unkind swords contest 

So fast for one soft brest : 
While with a faithfull, mutuall floud. 
Her eyes bleed teares. His wounds weep blood. 20 

III. 
O costly intercourse 
Of deaths, and worse — 



Diuided loues. While Son and mother 
Discourse alternate wounds to one another. 

Quick deaths that grow 25 

And gather, as they come and goe : 
His nailes write swords in her, which soon her heart 

Payes back, with more then their own smart. 
Her swords, still growing with His pain. 
Turn speares, and straight come home again. 30 

IV. • 

She sees her Son, her God, 
Bow with a load 
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Of borrowed sins ; and swimme 
In woes that were not made for Him. 

Ah ! hard command 35 

Of loue ! Here must she stand, 
Chaig'd to look on, and with a stedfast ey 

See her life dy : 
Leaning her only so much breath 
As serues to keep aliue her death. 40 

V. 

O mother turtle-doue ! 

Soft sourse of loue ! 

That these dry lidds might borrow 
Somthing from thy full seas of sorrow ! 

O in that brest 45 

Of thine (the noblest nest 
Both of Loue's fires and flouds) might I recline 

This hard, cold heart of mine ! 
The chill lump would relent, and proue 
Soft subject for the seige of Loue. 50 

VI. 

O teach those wounds to bleed 
Li me ; me, so to read 
This book of loues, thus writ 
In lines of death, my life may coppy it 

With loyall cares. 55 

O let me, hero, claim shares ! 
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Yeild somthing in thy sad prserogatiue 
(Great queen of greifes), and giue 
Me, too, my teares ; who, though all stone, 
Think much that thou shouldst mourn alone. 60 

VII. 

Yea, let my life and me 

Fix here with thee, 

And at the humble foot 
Of this fair tree, take our etemall root. 

That 80 we may 65 

At least be in Loue's way ; 
And in these chast warres, while the wing*d wounds flee 

So fast 'twixt Him and thee. 
My brest may catch the kisse of some kind dart, 
Though as at second hand, from either heart. 70 

VIII. 

O you, your own best darts. 

Dear, dolefull hearts ! 

Hail 1 and strike home, and make me see 
That wounded bosomes their own weapons be. 

Come wounds ! come darts ! 75 

Nail'd hands ! and peirc&d hearts ! 
Come your whole selues. Sorrow's great Son and mother ! 

Nor grudge a yonger brother 
Of greifes his portion, who (had all their due) 
One single wound should not haue left for you. 80 
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Till drunk of the dear wounds, I be 
A lost thing to the world, as it to me. 

O faithfull freind 1 05 

Of me and of my end ! 
Fold vp my life in loue ; and lay't beneath 

My dear Lord's vitall death. 
Lo, heart, thy hope's whole plea ! her pretious breath 
Pour'd out in prayrs for thee; thy Lord's in death. 1 10 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

St. i. line 10. In 1648 the reading is 

* Are more at home in her Owne heart.* 

In 1670 * All, more at home in her own heart.* I think ' all* 
and ' one* of onr text (1652) preferable. There is a world of 
pathos in the latter. Cf. st. ii. line 8. 

St. ii. line 1. On the change of orthography for rhyme, see 
oar Phineas Fletcheb, vol. ii. 206; and oar Lord Brooke, 
Vauoham, &c. &c., show * then* and * than* ased as in Grashaw. 

St. vi. line 3. In 1648 the reading is * love ;* 1670 as oar 
text (1652). The plaral inclades the twofold love of Son and 
mother. 

Line 7, ib. ' to' for * in.* 

Line 9, ib. ' Oh give' at commencement. 1670, ' to' for 
*too.* 

St. vii. and viii. These two stanzas do not appear in 1648 
edition, bat appear in 1670. 

St. vii. line 4. By * tree* the Cross is meant. Cf. st. i. line 1. 

St. ix. line 1. 1648 edition supplies the two words reqaired 
by the measare of the other stanzas, * in sins.* They are dropped 
inadvertently in 1652 and 1670. Tamball failed as nsaal to 
detect the omission. 

Line 4. 1648 spells ' Divident.* 
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Lines 5 and 6. I have accepted correction of our text (1652) 
from 1648 edition, in line 6, of 'If' for * Is/ which iB also the 
reading of 1670. 1648 snbstitateB * just* for * soft ;' but 1670 
does not adopt it, nor can I. 

St. X. line 1. 1648 reads ' Lend, O lend some reliefe.' 
Line 9 reads * To istadie thee so.* 
St. xi. line 3, ib. reads • thy' for * the.' 
Line 8, ib. reads * Thy deare lost vitall death.' 
Line 10. I have adopted from 1648 * in thy Lord's death' 
for * thy lord's in death' of onr text (1652). 

Tnmbnll has some sad misprints in this poem : e.g. st. ii. 
line 4, * sorrow's* for * sorrows;' st. iii. line 2, 'death's' for 
* deaths ;' st. vi. line 9, * Me to' for * Me, too ;' st. x. line 2, ' in' 
for * an,' and line 3, * a' mis-inserted before * sad.' Except in 
the * Me to' of st. vi., he had not even the poor excnse of fol- 
lowing the text of 1670. G. 
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1. 



What bright-soft thing is this, 

Sweet Mary, thy faiire eyes* expence ? 

A moist sparke it is, 
A watry diamond ; from whence 

The very tearme, I think, was found, 

The water of a diamond. 



^ Appeared originally in ^ Steps' of 1646 (pp. 6-7) : reprinted in 
1648 (pp. 9-11) and 1670 editions. As it does not appear in 'Carmen 
Deo Nostro,' Ac. (1652), our text follows that of 1648 ; but see Notes 
and Illustrations at close of the poem. 6. 
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II. 

O, *ti8 not a teare : 

'Tis a star about to dropp 

From thine eye, its spheare ; 

The sun will stoope and take it up : i o 

Proud will his sister be, to weare 
This thine eyes' iewell in her eare. 

III. 
O, 'tis a teare, 
Too tnie a teare ; for no sad eyne, 

How sad so 'ere, 1 5 

Kaine so true a teare, as thine ; 
Each drop leaving a place so deare, 
Weeps for it self; is its owne teare. 

IV. 

Such a pearle as this is, 

Slipt from Aurora's dewy brest — 20 

The rose-bud's sweet lipp kisses ; 

And such the rose it self that's vext 
With ungentle flames, does shed, 
Sweating in a too warm bed. 

V. 

Such the maiden gem, 25 

By the purpling vine put on. 

Peeps from her parent stem. 
And bhishes on the bridegroom sun ; 
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The watry blossome of thy eyne 

Kipe, will make the richer wine. 30 

VI. 

Faire drop, why quak'st thou so ) 
'Cause thou streight must lay thy head 

In the dust 1 O, no ! 
The dust shall never be thy bed : 

A pillow for thee will I bring, 35 

Stuft with downe of angel's wing. 

VII. 

Thus carried up on high 

(For to Heaven thou must goe), 
Sweetly shalt thou lye, 

And in soft slumbers bath thy woe, 40 

Till the singing orbes awake thee, 
And one of their bright chorus make thee. 

VIII. 

There thy selfe shalt bee 

An eye, but not a weeping one ; 

Yet I doubt of thee, 45 

Whether th' had'st rather there have shone 
An eye of heaven ; or still shine here. 
In the heaven of Marie's eye, a teare. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

It is to be re-noted that st. v. is identical in all save * watry* 
for * bridegroom* with Bt. xi. of * The Weeper* as given in text 
of 1652, and that st. iv. has two lines from st. zxix. of the same 
poem. Neither of these stanzas appear in * The Weeper* of 
1646. As stated in relative foot-note, I have withdrawn the 
former from ' The Weeper.* We may be snre it was inadvert- 
ently inserted in 1652, seeing that the very next stanza closes 
with the same word * wine* as in it : a fault which our Poet 
never could have passed. It is to be noticed too that * The 
Teare' did not appear in the edition of 1652. By transferring 
the stanza to ' The Teare' as in 1646, 1648 and 1670 editions, 
a blemish is removed from * The Weeper,* while in * The Teare* 
it is a vivid addition. The * snch* of line 1 links it naturally 
on to st. iv. with its * such.* 

Our text follows that of 1648 except in st. v. line 4, where 
I adopt the reading of 1652 in ' The Weeper* (there st. xi.) of 

* bridegroom' (misprinted * bridegrooms*) for * watry,* and that 
I correct in st. vii. line 6, the misprint * the* for * thee,* — ^the 
latter being found in 1646 and 1670. With reference to st. v. 
again, in line 5 in * The Weeper' of 1648 the reading is ' bal- 
some* for ' blossom.* The ' ripe* of line 6 settles (I ti^ink) that 

* blossom* is the right word, as the ripe blossom is=the grape, 
to the rich lucent-white drops of which the Weeper*s tears are 
likened. ' Balsome* doesn't make wine. I have adopted from 
st. xi. of * The Weeper* of 1652 the reading ' the purpling vine* 
for * the wanton Spring* of 1646, 1648 and 1670. The Sancboft 
MS. in st. i. line 2, reads * expends* for * expence ;* st. iv. line 4, 
'that's* for *when;' st. v. line 4, 'manly sunne* for 'bride- 
groome,* and line 5, ' thine* for ' thy ;* st. viii. line 6, .* I* th* * 
for * In th'.' G. 
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THE OFFICE OF THE HOLY CROSSE.^ 

Tradidit semetipnuin pro nobis dblationem et hoi»tiam Deo in odorem 
Miaaitatis. Ad Bphe. r. 1. 



THE HOWRES. 

, For the Hovr op Matin E8. 

Tlie Versicle. 
Lord, by Thy sweet and sailing sign ! 

Ttte Responaory. 
Defend us from our foes and Thine. 
V. Thou shalt open my lippes, O Lord. 
R. And my mouth shall shew forth Thy prayse. 
V. God, make speed to saue me. 5 

R, O Lord, make hast to help me. 

1 Most of * The Office of the Holy Crosse* appeared in the ' Steps* 
of 1648, but in a fragmentary form. First came a piece ' Upon our 
B. Saviour's Passion,* which included all the Hymns. Then ' the 
Antiphona,* which was the last so called here; then ^the Recom- 
mendation of the precedent Hymn;* then 'a Prayer;* and lastly, 
* Chrisfs Victory,* including three other of the ventes, called ^ the 
Antiphona.* Our text is from ' Carmen Deo Nostro* drc of 1652, as 
before (pp. 31-48) — the engraving in which is reproduced in our il- 
lustrated quarto edition. See Notes and Illustrations at close of 
this composition. G. 
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Glory be to the Father, 

and to the Son, 

and to the H[oly] Ghost. 
As it was in the beginning, is now, and euer lo 

shall be, world without end. Amen. 

The Hymn. 

The wakefuU Matines hast to sing 
The imknown sorrows of our King : 
Hie Father's Word and Wisdom, made 
Man for man, by man's betraid ; 15 

ITie World's price sett to sale, and by the bold 
Merchants of Death and Sin, is bought and sold : 
Of His best freinds (yea of Himself) forsaken ; 
By His worst foes (because He would) beseig'd and 

taken. 

The Antiphona, 

All hail, fair tree, 20 

Whose fruit .we be ! 
What song shall raise 
Thy seemly praise. 
Who broughtst to light 
Life out of death. Day out of Night ! 25 

The Versicle, 

Lo, we adore Thee, 
Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before Thee : 
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The Responmr. 
'Cause, by the couenant of Thj croese, 
Thou haat eau'd at once the whole World's loeee. 
The Prayer. 
Loid Isbv-Christ, Son of the liuiug God ! 
interpose, I ptay Thee, Thine Own pretious death, 
Thy croaee and pasaion, betwixt my soul and Thy 
iudgment, now and in the hour of my death. And 
vouchsafe to grannt vnto me Thy grace and mercy ; 
vnto all quick and dead, remission and rest ; to Thy 
Church, peace and concord; to vs sinners, life and 
gloiy enerlastiug. Who liueat and roignest with 
the Father, in the mity of the Holy Ghost, one 
God,' world without end. Amen. 

For thb Hour of Prihk. 
The Vergicle. 
Lord, by Thy sweet and sauing sign ! 

The Responsor. 
Defend vs from our foes and Thine. 
V. Thou shalt open my lips, O Lord. 
R. And my mouth shall shew forth Thy praise. 
V. God, make speed to save mu. 
R. Lord, make hast to help me, 
V. Gloiy be to, &c. 
R. As it was in the, &c. 
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The Hymn. 

The early Prime blushes to say 

She could not rise so soon, as they 

Call'd Pilat vp ; to try if he 50 

Could lend them any cruelty. 

Their hands with lashes arm*d, their toungs 
with lyes 

And loathsom spittle, blott those beauteous eyes, 

The blissful! springs of ioy ; from whose all-chear- 

ingray 

The fair starrs fill their wakefull fires, the sun him- 
self drinks day. 55 

The Antiphmia, 

Victorious sign 

That now dost shine, 

Transcrib'd aboue 
Into the land of light and loue ; 

let V8 twine 60 

(^ur rootes with thine. 

That we may rise 
Vpon thy wings, and reach the skyes. 

The VennrJe. 

Lo, we adore Thee, 
Dread Lamb ! and fall 65 

Thus low before Thee, 
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Th£ Besponsor, 
'Cause by the couenant of Thy crosse 
Thou hast sau'd at once the whole World's losse. 

Ths Prayer. 

O Lord Ibsv-Christ, Son of the liuing God ! 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine Own pretious death, 70 
Thy crosse and passion, betwixt my soul and Thy 
iudgment, now and in the hour of my deatL And 
vouchsafe to graunt vnto me Thy grace and mercy; 
ynto all quick and dead, remission and rest; to 
Thy Church, peace and concord; to vs sinners, 75 
life and glory euerlasting. Who liuest and reignest 
with the Father, in the vnity of the Holy Ghost, 
one God, world without end. Amen. 

The Third. 

The Verslcle, 
Lord, by Thy sweet and sauing sign. 

The Responsor, 
Defend vs from our foes and Thine. 80 

V, Thou shalt open my lips, O Lord. 
R. And my mouth shall shew forth Thy praise. 
F. God, make speed to s^ve me. 
R. Lord, make hast to help me. 
V, Glory be to, &c. 85 

R, As it was in the, &c. , 

VOL, I. F 
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The Hymn. 

The third hour's deafen'd with the cry 
Of crucify Him, crucify. 
So goes the vote (nor ask them, why ?), 
Liue Barahhas ! and let God dy. 90 

But there is witt in wrath, and they will try 
A hail more cruell then their crucify. 
For while in sport He weares a spitofull crown 
The serious showres along His decent Face run 
sadly down. 

The Antiphona, 

Christ when He dy'd 95 

Deceiu'd the Crosse ; 

And on Death's side 

Threw all the losse. 
The captiue World awak't and found 
The prisoners loose, the iaylor bound. 100 

The Versicle. 

Lo, we adore Thee, 
Dread Lamb, and fall 
Thus low before Thee. 

The Responaor. 

'Cause by the couenant of Thy crosse 

Thou hast sau'd at once the whole World's losse. 105 



THE OFFICE OF TBIS HOLY CROSBE. 



The Prayer. 
Lord Iesv-Ghbibt, Sou of the liulng God ! 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine Own pretious death. 
Thy croBse and paseion, betwixt my soul and Thy 
iadgment, now and in the hour of my death. And 
Toucheofe to giaunt vnto me Thy grace and mercy ; 1 1 
vnto all quick and dead, remisaion and rest ; to 
Thy Church, peace and concord ; to ts einnera, 
life and gloiy everlasting. Who liuest and revest 
with the Father, in the mity of the Holy Ghoet, 
one God, world without end. Amen. 1 1 

Tbe Si XT. 

The Vereich. 

Lord, by Thy eweet and eauing sign I 

The ReeponisiiT. 
Defend vs &om our foes and Thine. 
V. Thou ahalt open my lips, Lord. 
R. And my mouth shall shew forth Thy praise. 
V. Qod, make speed to save me ! i : 

R. Lord, make hast to help me ! 
V. Glory be to, &e. 
R. Ab it was in the, &c. 

The Hyhn. 

Now is the noon of Sorrow's night : 

High in His patience, aa their spite, i : 
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Lo, the faint Lamb, with weary Hmb 

Beares that huge tree which must bear Him ! 

That fatall plant, so great of fame 

For fruit of sorrow and of shame, 

Shall swell with both, for Him, and mix 130 

All woes into one crucifix. 

Is tortur'd thirst itselfe too sweet a cup ? 

Gall, and more bitter mocks, shall make it vp. 

Are nailes, blunt pens of superficiall smart 1 

Contempt and scorn can send sure wounds to 

search the inmost heart. 135 

The Antiphona. 

O deare and sweet dispute 
Twixt Death's and Loue's farr different fruit ! 

DiJQferent as farr 
As antidotes and poysons are. 

By that first fatall tree 140 

Both life and liberty 

Were sold and slain ; 
By this they both look vp, and liue again. 

The Versicle. 
Lo, we adore Thee, 
Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before Thee. 145 

The Rea^yonsor, 
'Cause by the couenant of Thy crosse, 
Thou hast sau'd the World from certain losse. 
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The Prayer. 
O Lord Ib8V-Chri8T, Son of the Ihiing God ! 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine Own pretious death, 
Thy crosse and passion, betwixt my soul and Thy 150 
iudgment, now and in the hoar of my death. And 
vouchsafe to graunt vnto me Thy grace and mercy ; 
ynto all quick and dead, remission and rest ; to 
Thy Church, peace and concord; to vs sinners, 
life and glory euerlasting. Who liuest and reignest 155 
with the Father, in the vnity of the Holy Ghost, 
one God, world without end. Amen. 



The Ninth. 

The Versicle, 
Lord, by Thy sweet and sailing sign, 

T/ie Be»pan8or. 
Defend vs from our foes and Thine. 
V, Thou shalt open my lips, O Lord. 160 

R. And my mouth shall shew forth Thy praise. 
V. God, make speed to save me ! 
R, Lord, make hast to help me ! 
F. Glory be to, &c. 
i2. As it was in the, &c. 165 

The Hymn. 
The ninth with awfull horror hearkened to those groanes 
Which taught attention eu'n to rocks and stones. 
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Hear, Father, hear ! Thy Lamb (at last) complaines 
Of some more painfull thing then all His paines. 
Then bowes His all-obedient head, and dyes 170 

His own Ion's and our sins' great sacrifice. 
The sun saw that, and would haue seen no more ; 
The center shook : her vselesse veil th' inglorious 
Temple tore. 

Tlis Antiphona, 
O strange, mysterious strife 
Of open Death and hidden Life ! 175 

When on the crosse my King did bleed, 
Life seem'd to dy, Death dyd indeed.^ 

The Veraide. 
Lo, we adore Thee, 
Dread Lamb ! and fiEill 
Thus low before Thee. 180 

The Responsor. 
'Cause by the couenant of Thy crosse 
Thou hast sau'd at once the whole World's losse. 

The Prayer. 

Lord lesv-Christ, Son of the lining God ! 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine Own pretious death, 

1 Mors et vita duello 
Conflixero mirando : 

Dux vitie mortuus, reguat vivos. 

Latin Stf/uence rith-lSth century: Vict, Pasch. (1. 
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Thy croBse and paBsion, betwixt my aonl and Thy 185 
iudgment, now and in the hour of my death. And 
vouchsafe to grauut viito me Thy grace and mercy; 
Tnto all quick and dead, remission and rest ; to 
Thy Chnrch, peace and concord ; to vs sinneTe, 
life and glory enerlasting. Who liuest and reignest 190 
with the Father, in the vnity of the Holy Ohost, 
one God, world without end. Amen. 

EvEi^BONa. 

The Veraicle, 

Lord, by Thy sweet and sauing sign ! 

The Sesponeor. 
Defend ts trom our foes and Thine. 
V, Thou shalt open my lips, Lord ! 195 

S. And my month shall shew forth Thy praise. 
V. God, make speed to save me ! 
B. Lord, make hast to help me ! 
V. Gloij be to, &c. 

B. As it was in the, i&c. 200 

Thk Hymn. 
But there were rocks would not relent at this : 
Lo, for their own hearts, they rend His ; 
Their deadly hate liues still, and hath 
A wild reserve of wanton wrath ; 
Superfluous spear ! But there's a heart stands by Z05 
Will look no wounds be lost, no deaths shall dy. 
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Gather now thy Greifs ripe fruit, great mother- 
maid! 

Then sitt thee down, and sing thine eu'nsong in 

the sad tree's shade. 

' The Aniiphona, 

sad, sweet tree ! 

Wofull and ioyfuU we 210 

Both weep and sing in shade of thee. 
When the dear nailes did lock 
And graft into thy gracious stock 

The hope, the health, 

The worth, the wealth 2 1 5 

Of all the ransom'd World, thou hadst the power 

(In that propitious hour) 

To poise each pretious limh, 
And proue how light the World was, when it 

weighd with Him. 

Wide maist thou spred 220 

Thine armes, and with thy bright and blissfuD head 
O'relook all Libanus. Thy lofty crown 
The King Himself is, thou His humble throne, 
Where yeilding and yet conquering He 
Prou*d a new path of patient victory : 225 

When wondring Death by death was slain, 
And our Captiuity His captiue ta'ne. 
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Tlip VermrJe. 
Lo, we adore Thee, 
Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before Thee. 

The R&ij)omor. 
'Cause bj the couenant of Thy croBse 230 

Thou hast Bau'd the World from certain loase. 

The Prayer. 
O IJoid lesv-Chriet, Son of the liuing, &c. 

COMPI.INB. 

The Verifiele.. 
Lord, by Thy sweet and sauing sign I 

The Beapongor. 
Defend va from our foes and Thine. 
V. Thou shalt open my lips, O Lord ! 335 

R. And my mouth shall shew forth Tliy praise, 
v. God, make speed to save me ! 
R. Lord, make hast to help me ! 
V. Glory be to, &c. 
R. As it was in the, &c. 240 

The Hymn. 
The Complin hour comes last, to rail 
Vs to our own lives' fimerall. 
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Ah hartlesse task ! yet Hope takes head, 
And Hues in Him that here lyes dead. 
Run, Mary, run ! Bring hither all the blest 245 

Arabia, for thy royall phoenix' nest ; 
Pour on thy noblest sweets, which, when they touch 
This sweeter body, shall indeed be such. 
But must Thy bed, Lord, be a borrowed graue 
Wlio lend'st to all things all the life they haue. 250 
O rather vse this heart, thus farr a fitter stone, 
'Cause, though a hard and cold one, yet it is Thine 

own. Amen. 

The AntlphoTifi. 

O saue vs then, 

Mercyfull King of men ! 

Since Thou wouldst needs be thus 255 

A Saviour, and at such a rate, for vs ; 

Saue vs, saue vs. Lord. 
We now will own no shorter wish, nor name a nar- 
rower word 'y 

Thy blood bids vs be bold. 

Thy wounds giue vs fair hold, 260 

Thy sorrows chide our shame : 
Tliy crosse, Thy nature, and Thy name 

Aduance our claim. 

And cry with one accortl 

Saue them, O saue them, Lonl I 265 



; 



THE OFFICE OF THE IIOLY •JRU:4»IL 4:! 

The JtECUMHEMUATIUN.' 

Xheso Uoures, and that which houei's o're my end. 

Into Thy hands and hart, Lord, I commend. 

Take both to Thine account, that I and mine 

In that hour, and in these, may be all Thine. 

That as I dedicate my deuoutest breath 270 

To make a kind of life for my Lord's death. 

So from His liuing and Hfe-giuing death. 

My dying life may draw a new and neuer fleeting brctilh. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTBATI0H8. 
In the originaJ edition of this compoeition, as lupra (1(>48), 
it ia entitled umpl;. ' Vpou onr B[]eBBed] Bavionc'g Ptueiun.' 
Wbftt in onr t«lt (1662) conetitnte the HfmiiB, were originally 
numbered bb seven stanzaB. A few various readings from IMR 
will be fonnd below. Onr text is giveo in fnll in 1670 edition, 
bnt not very accnrately. 

Variou* rtadiiigi of the Ilyiani in 164S ' Stepi.' 

I. line I. ' The wakefnll dawning hast'e to sing.' 

„ 2. The allnsiou is to the petitioo in the old Litaniee, 
' B; all Thine unknown Borrows, good Lord, deliver ns.' 

„ 8. 'betniy'd' for 'beseigd;' the former perhaps sn- 

II. „ 1. 'The earl; Home.' 

„ 2. 'It'for 'ahe.' 

III. „ S. 'tberV for 'there is.' 

IV. „ 6. ' The frnit" iuBtcad of ' for'— a mieprint. 
V. „ 6. ' oor great sine' sacrifice.' 

VII. ,, 1. ' The Nightening hoDre' — a curioas coinage. 

' The engraving of our te 



44 VEXILLA HEUia. 

In the ' Prayer/ * unto all quick and dead* is dropped, and 
reads * the,' not * Thy,' Church. In line 55 Turnbull * reads 
* weakful,' and, line 243, ' heed' for * head,' — two of a number 
of provoking blunders in his text. G. 



VEXILLA REGIS : 

THE HYMN OF THE HOLY CRObSE.* 

I. 

Look vp, languistmg ^oul ! Lo, where the fair i 
Badge of thy faith calls back thy care, 

And biddes thee ne're forget 

Thy life is one long debt 
Of loue, to Him, Who on this painfull tree 5 

Paid back the flesh He took for thee. 

II. 
Lo, how the streaiues of life, from that full nest 
Of loues, Thy Lord's too liberall brest, 
Flow in an amorous floud 
Of water wedding blood. i o 

With these He wash't thy stain, transferr'd thy smart, 
And took it home to His own heart. 

111. 
But though great Love, greedy of such sad gain, 
Vsurpt the portion of thy pain, 

1 Appeared originally in 'Steps' of 1648 (pp. 30-1): reprinted in 
1652 (pp. 49-51) and 1670 (pp. 174-6). Our text is that of 1652, as 
before. See Notes and Illustrations at close of the poem. G. 



And from the nailos aiid sjicttr 15 

Tum'd tixo steel point of fear : 

Their vee U chang'd, not lost; and now they nioue 

Not stings of wrath, but wounds of loue. 

IV, 

Tall tree of life ! thy truth makes gooil 
What was till uow ne're understood, 20 

Though the prophetick king 
Struck lowd bis faithfull string : 
It was thy wood he meant should make the throiiti 
For a more than Salomon. 

Laige throne of Loue ! royally spivd 25 

With purple of too rJeh a red : 

Thy crime is too much duly ; 

Thy burthen, too much beauty ; 
Ulorious or greiuoua moroT thus to make gowl 
Thy costly excellence with thy King's own blood. 30 

VI. 

Kuen ballance of both worlda ! our world of sin, 
And that of grace, Heaun-way'd in Him : 

Vs with our price thou weigbed'st ; 
Our price for vs thou payed'st, 
Soon as the light-hand scale reioyc't to prouc 35 
How much Death wcigli'd more light then Loue. 



4() VEXILLA REG18. 

VII. 

Hail, our aloue hope ! let thy fair head shoot 
Aloft, and till the nations with thy noble fruit : 

The while our hearts and we 

Thus graft our selues on thee, 40 

(irow thou and they. And be thy fair increase 
The sinner's pardon and the iust man's peace. 

Line, O for euer line and reign 
The Lamb Whom His own loue hath slain ! 
And let Thy lost sheep Hue to inherit 45 

That kingdom which this Crosse did merit. Amen. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

These variations &c. as between 1648 and 1652, deserve 
record : 

St. i. line 1. ' Languishing/ which is the reading in 1648. 

lb. line 2. Here, and in v. line 1, I have added 'e' to 
* badg' and ' larg' respectively from 1648. 

St. vi. line 2. Our text (1652) corrects a manifest blunder 
of 1648, which reads * wag'd' for * way'd'= weighed. In 1648, 
lines 3-4 read . ^^^ ^.j^j^ ^^^^ ^^^ ^^^ weighed. 

Both with one price were paid.' 

St. vii. appeared for the first time in our text (1652). In 
the closing four lines, line 4, 1648, reads noticeably 

* That Kingdome which Thy blcasod death did merit.' 

The allusion in st. iv. is to the old reading of Psalm xcvi. 
10 : ' Tell it among the heathen that the Lord reigneth from 
the tree,'' The reference to Solomon points to the mcdiicval 
mystical interpretations of Canticles iii. 9-10. 

I place ' Vexilla Regis* immediately after the * Office of the 
Holy Crosse,' as really belonging to it, and not to be separated 
as in 1648. G. 




[THE LORD SILENCI-^^ HI8 ()VVJ^n()}iEm,\^ 

' Neither dtmt anj man frram that day a^kts Hfm mnr nu^n tfUf^^ftf/ 

Mid'st all the darke and knotty HUAtt^, i 

Black wit or malice can, or dare«, 

Thy glorioaii wiii^loiii^j \ft*7^\ih \hfi tUfiMf 

And treds with nuf:^mU*mM ttU^ ; 

Thy rfoeDM fow an> not ^/a^ly fi^/w 5 

Thy tnomphu, >«t Tliy tfo|/hi^ t//0 ^ 

Th<!rT Vxh at OWW: Thy e^/f^'jtJ^t* liMr, 

And Thy */fu\i»iAi^ tt«i>^yfk, 

Waytiajr Ob Thy T>^^/fv/« haiud, iv 

A* if ta*»rT 'J5U*:.T JU>*2fc4U V. 'Ji*1^Jt, 

T'.- V»: til* 1:5% '^ V***^;5 ','»i ^j^:^^. 

^'wwt tau»: V- ju','^'; •uu*^;^ ^^^^iio »5>*?i *ji.^ $ ; 

& •idrjMa ^^H' -vj- ^ " w»'* > "''•^ •*>'• "• '-**»» '^ 

-•€«♦• vv " U^j n an* #ii .iff** *»'iy '/'-<» ^.'< <i«ll*»**n^>- •« *.♦* 



4S OUR BLR8SED LORD IN HIS CIRCUMCISION. 

Yet is their silence unto Thee, 

The full sound of Thy victorie ; 

Their silence speaks aloud, and is 

Tliy well pronounc'd panegyris. 20 

While they speak nothing, they speak all 

Their share, in Thy memoriall. 

While they speake nothing, they proclame 

Thee, with the shrillest trump of Fame. 

To hold their peace is all the wayes 25 

The^e wretches have to speak Thy praise. 



OUR B[LESSED] LORD IN HIS CIRCUMCISION 

TO HIS FATHER.1 

1 . To Thee these first-fruits of My growing death i 
(For what else is My life ?), lo ! I bequeath : 

2. Tast this, and as Thou lik'st this lesser flood 
Plxpect a sea : My heart shall make i£ good. 

> Appeared originally in the 'Steps' of 1646 (p. 21): was re- 
printed in 1648 (p. 29) and 1670 (p. 22). Our text is that of 1648, 
but the others are the same except in the usual changes of ortho- 
graphy. The Sanckoft ms. in line 7 reads 'Then shall He drink ;' 
line % *My paines are in their nonage: my young fearesf line 10 
I have adopted, instead of 'Are yet both in their hopes, not come to 
yearcs,* which isn't English; line 12, 'are tender;' line 14, 'a to- 
wardnesse.* I have arrangeil these i)oems in numbered couplets as 
in the Sanckoft mm. 1 insert 'd,' dropped by misprint in 1648, but 
f.mnd in 1646 (lino Ml), (i. 



IXIB1> IN HIS CIBCtlMCISIOS. -I 

3. Thy wrath that wades here now, e're long dhatt 

The floodgate shall be eet wide ope for Him. 

4. Then let Him drinke, and drinke, and doe His 

To drowne the wantonnease of His wild thirst. 

5. Now's but the nonage of My painee, My fearee 
Are yett but hopes, weake aa my infant yeares. i 

6. The day of My darke woe is yet but mome. 
My teares but tender, and My death new-bomc. 

7. Yet may these unfledg'd gricfes give fate some 

guesse. 
These cradle-torments have theii' towardnesse. 

8. These purple buda of blooming death may bee, i 
Erst the full stature of a fatall tree. 

9. And till My riper woes to age are come, 

This knife may be the speare's prffitu<linra. 




ON THE WOUNDS OF OUR CRUCIFIED 

LORD. I 

O, THESE wakefull wounds of Thine ! i 

Are they mouthes 1 or are they eyes ? 

Be they mouthes, or be they eyne, 

Each bleeding part some one supplies. 

JjO ! a mouth ! whose full-bloom*d lips 5 

At too dear a rate are roses : 
Lo ! a blood-shot eye ! that weeps, 

And many a cniell teare discloses. 

O, thou that on this foot hast laid 

Many a kisse, and many a teare ; 10 

Now thou shalt have all repaid, 

What soe'rc thy charges were. 

This foot hath got a mouth and lips 

To pay the sweet summe of thy kisses ; 

To i)ay thy teares, an eye that weeps, 1 5 

Instead of teares, such gems as this is. 

^ Appeared originally in * Steps* of 1646 (pp. 21, 22) : waA re- 
printed in editions of 1648 (pp. 21), 80) and 1670 (pp. 22, 28). Oar 
text is that of 1648 ; but all agree save in usual orthographic slight 
changes. In 1646 stanza ii. line 2 spells ^too* as 'two.* Th« San- 
CROKT MS. varies only, as usual, in the orthography. G. 



VPON THE BLSBDINQ CRUCIFIX. 

The difference onely this appeares, 
(Nor can the change offend) 

The debt is paid in ruhy-teareB 

Which thou in pearlea did'st lend. 



VPON THE BLEEDING CEU<1FJX: A SONG.' 

IiEMU, no more ! It U full tide : 
From Thy head and from Thy feet, 
From Thy hands and from Thy side 
All the purple riuore meet. 

What need Thy fair head bear a part 
In ehowras, as if Thine eyes had none 1 
What need they help to drown Thy heart, 
That striuee in torrents of it's own 1 

Water'd by the showrea they bring. 
The themes that Thy blest browe encloses 
(A cmell and a costly spring) 
Conceiue proud hopes of proving roses. 

< Appeared ari|;iiMlly in tbe ' Steps' of lfr)6 (pp. S3, 24) : wu re- 
printed in edilitnu of 1618 (pp. 32, 33), I6bi {pp. 61 -63) and 1670 
(pp. 24, 2S). Our test it that »t 1652, u Iwfore, but with an enliTe 
■unutrom 1646 overlooked. See Notes ind IlluimtionB at doge of 



52 VPON THE BLEEDING CRUCIFIX. 

IV. 

Thy restlesse feet now cannot goe 
For vs and our etemall good, 
As they were euer wont. What though t 
They swirnme, alas ! in their own floud. 

V. 

Thy hand to giue Thou canst not lift ; 
Yet will Thy hand still giuing be. 
It giues, but itself s the gift : 
It giues though bound ; though bound 'tis free. 

VI. 

But O Thy side, Thy deep-digg'd side ! 
That hath a double Nilus going : 
Nor euer was the Pharian tide 
Half so fruitful], half so flowing. 

VII. 

No hair so small, but payes his riuer 
To this Red Sea of Thy blood ; 
Their little channells can deliuer 
Somthing to the generall floud. 

VIII. 

But while I speak, whither are run 
All the riuers nam*d before 1 
I counted wrong : there is but one ; 
But that one is one all on*. 



VPON THE BLBEDINQ CRUCIFIX. 53 

IX. 

Kain-awoln riuera may rise proud, 
Bent all to drown and overflow; 
But when indeed all'a ouerflow'd, 
They themselaes are drown6d too. 

X. 

This Thy blood's deluge (a dire chance. 

Dear Lord, to Tliee) to vs is found 

A deluge of deliuerance ; 

A deluge least we should be drowii'd. leel 

S'ere waat Thou in a senBe so sadly true. 
The well of liuing waters. Lord, till now. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTBATIONS. 

The title in 1646 U ' On the bleeding wonnda of our onicified 
Lord:' in 1648 has 'body' for -wonnds:' in 1670 bb 1646. I 
record these Tariatiom, &o. : 

St. i. lines 2 >nd 3, in 1646 and 1670 read 
' From Thy handfl uid from Tbf feel, 
Proin lny head mi from Thy Me.' 
So the SuicaaTT us. 

St. ii. In 1646 and 1670 this aUnzaU the 6th, and in line 3 
has ' tearee' for ' ehowrea.' 

St. iii. This staoza, b; Bome strange oversight, ie wholly 
dropped in 16GS. St. iii. not in Sancboft ua., and onr at. ii. ia 
the last. On one of the fly-leBTee of the copy of 1646 edition 
in Trinity College, Cambridge, ia the folloving aontemporar; 
MS. epigram, which embodiea the sentiment of the stanza : 

Cemp Caput 111 Chrimenmm mihl fortLCniomne 



54 VPON THE BLEEDING CRUCIFIX. 

St. iv. line 1 : in 1646 and 1670 • they' for * now.' 
Line 3, ib. 'as they are wont' — evident inadvertence, as 
* ever* is required by the measure. 

Line 4, ib. ' blood' for ' floud :' so also in 1648. 

St. y. line 1, ib. ' hand' for * hands :' ' hand' in 1648, and in 
Sancboft MS. : adopted. Line 4, * dropps' in Samcboft ms. 
for * gives.' 

St. vi. line 3. Onr text (1652) prints * pharian,' the Paris 
printer spelling (and mis-spelling) without comprehending the 
reference to Pharaoh. ^ 

St. vii. line 1, in 1646 and 1670 ' not a haire but ' 

St. ix. line 3, in 1648 a capital in * AU's.' G. 




TO THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME, THH 
NAME OF lESVS: 



I BINO the name which none can aay 

But touch't with an interiour ray : 

The name of our new peace ; our good : 

Our blisse : and aupernaturall blood : 

The name of all our liues and louos. 

Hearken, and help, yo holy doues i 

The high-bom brood of Day ; you bright 

Candidates of blissofull light. 

The heiTB elect of Loue, whose names belong 

Vnto the euetlasting life of song ; 

All ye wise sovles, who in the wealthy brest 

Of this vnbounded name, build your warm nest 

' Appeareil arit'iiMUy in 'Slejix' of IC4S (pp. 33-40); was 
printed in 1653 (pp. 1.9) ami 1670 (pp. HG-I&3). Our text ix.tl 
of iG'il, >» before, and it!< uif^^ving here ia repnHliiced in our 
luHtnlHl 4lo editinn, Sep Noirn and Itluslralinns al clnae of i 
poem. G. 
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TO THE NAME AUUVE EVERY NAME. :>< 

That they conueno and como away 
Tg wait at the loue- crowned dooreB of this iUustri- 
one day. love 

Shall we dare this, my Soul ? we'l doc't and brin^; 
No other note for't, but the name wo sing. 

Wake Ivto and harp, and eiiery aweet-lipp't 

thing 45 

That lalkea with tuni'fuU string ; 
Start into life, and leap with nie 
Into a hasty fitt-tun'd harmony. 

Kor must you think it much 

T* obey my bolder touch ; 50 

I haue authority in Love's name to take you. 
And to the worko of Loiio this morning wiike you. 

Wake, in the name 
Of Him Who neucr sleeps, oil things that are, 

Or, what's the some, 55 

jVre musicall ; 

Answer my call 

And come along ; 
Help me to meditate mine immortal song. 
Come, ye soft ministers of sweet sad mirth, 60 

Bring all your houshold stuffo of Heaun on earth ; 
you, my Soul's most certain wings. 
Complaining pipes, and piattling si rings, 

Bring all the stopt 
Uf sweets you hauc- nud iinirmur that yi>u hnue no 

more. 05 



58 TO THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME. 

Come, ne're to part, 

Nature and Art ! 

Come ; and come strong, 
To the conspiracy of our spatious song. 

Bring all the powres of praise, 70 

Your prouinces of well-vnited worlds can raise ; 
Bring all your Ivtes and harps of Heavn and Earth ; 
Wliatere cooperates to the common mirthe : 

Vessells of vocall ioyes, 
Or you, more noble architects of intellectuall noise, 75 
Cymballs of Heau'n, or humane sphears, 
Solliciters of sovles or eares ; 

And when you are come, with all 
That you can bring or we can call : 

O may you fix 80 

For euer here, and mix 

Your selues into the loi^ 
And euerlasting series of a deathlosso song ; 
Mix all your many worlds abouc. 
And loose them into one of loue. 85 

Chear thee my heart ! 

For thou too hast thy part 

And place in the Great Throng 
Of this vnbounded all-imbracing song. 

Powres of my soul, be proud ! 90 

And speake lowd 
To all the dcar-bouglit Nations, this redeeming Name, 
And in the wealth of one ricli word, proclaim 



TO THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME. 59 

New similes to Nature. May it be no wrong 

Blest HeaunSy to you and your superiour song, 95 

That we, dark sons of dust and sorrow, 

A while dare borrow 
The name of your dilights, and our desires, 
And fitt it to so farr inferior lyres. 
Our murmurs haue their musick too, 1 00 

Te mighty Orbes, as well as you ; 

Nor yeilds the noblest nest 
Of warbling Serapliim to the eares of Loue, 
A choicer lesson then the ioyfull brest 

Of a poor panting turtle-doue. 1 05 

And we, low wormes, haue leaue to doe 
The same bright busynes (ye Third Heavens) witli you. 
Oentle spirits, doe not complain ! 

We will haue care 

To keep it fair, no 

And send it back to you again. 
Come, lonely Name ! Appeare from forth the briglit 

Regions of peacefull light ; 
Look from Thine Own illuHtrious home, 
Fair King of names, and come : 115 

Leaue all Thy natiue glories in their gorgeous nest. 
And giue Thy Self a while the gracious Guest 
(H humble soules, that seek to find 

The hidden sweets 

Which man's heart m^^^ts 1 20 

When Thou art Ma^fUrr of the mimL 



60 TO THE NAME ABOVE EVERT NAME. 

Como louely Name ; Life of -our hope ! 

Lo, we hold our hearts wide ope ! 

Vnlock Thy cabinet of Day, 

Deareut Sweet, and come away. 125 

Lo, how the thirsty Lands 
Ciasp for Thy golden showres ! with long-stretcht hands 

Lo, how the laboring Earth 

Tliat hopes to be 

All Heauen by Thee, 1 30 

Leapes at Thy birth ! 
The* attending World, to wait Tliy rise, 

First tum'd to eyes ; 
And then, not knowing what to doe, 
Tum'd them to teares, and spent them too. 135 

( 'ome royall Name ! and pay the ex{)ence 
Of all this pretious patience ; 

come away 
And kill the death of this delay ! 
O, see so many worlds of barren yearcs 1 40 

Melted and measured out in seas of teares : 
O, see tlie weary liddes of wakefuU Hope 
(Love's eastern windowes) all wide ope 

With curtains drawn. 
To catch tlie day-break of Thy dawn. 1 45 

O, dawn at Lvst, long lookt for Day ! 
Take Tliine own wings, and come away. 
L>, where aloft it comes ! It comes, among 
Tlie conduct of adoring spirits, tliat throng 
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TO THE NAME ABOVE EVERT NAME. 61 

like diligent bees, and swarm about it. 150 

O, they are wise, 
And know what sweetes are suck't from out it : 

It is the hiue, 

By which they thriue. 
Where all their hoard of hony lyes. 155 

Lo, where it comes, vpon the snowy Dove's 
Soft back ; and brings a bosom big with loues : 
Welcome to our dark world, Thou womb of Day! 
Vnfold Thy fair conceptions, and display 
The birth of our bright ioyes, O Thou compacted 160 
Body of blessings : Spirit of soules extracted ! 
O, dissipate Thy spicy powres, 
(Cloud of condensed sweets) and break vpon vs 

In balmy showrs ! 
0, fill our senses, and take from vs all force of so 

• prophane a fallacy, 165 

To think ought sweet but that which smells of Thee ! 
Fair, flowry Name, in none but Thee 
And Thy nectareall fragrancy. 

Hourly there meetes 
An vniucrsall synod of all sweets ; 170 

By whom it is defined thus, 

That no perfume 

For euer shall presume 
To passe for odoriferous. 

But such alone whose sacred pedigree 175 

Can proue itself some kin (sweet Name !) to Thee. 



62 TO THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME. 

Sweet Name, in Thy each syllable 

A thousand blest Arabias dwell ; 

A thousand hills of frankincense, 

Mountains of myrrh, and beds of spices i8o 

And ten thousand paradises. 

The soul that tasts Thee takes from thence. 

How many vnknown worlds there are 

Of comforts, which Thou hast in keeping ! 

How many thousand mercy es there 185 

In Pitty's soft lap ly a-sleeping ! 

Happy he who has the art 

To awake them. 

And to take them 
Home, and ledge them in his heart. 190 

O, that it were as it was wont to be ! 
When Thy old freinds of fire, all full of Thee, 
Fought against frowns with smiles ; gaue glorious 

chase 
To persecutions ; and against the face 
Of Death and feircest dangers, durst with braue 1 95 
And sober pace, march on to meet a grave. 
On their bold brests, about the world they bore Thee, 
And to the teeth of Hell stood vp to teach Thee ; 
In center of their inmost soules, they wore Thee, 
Where rackes and torments striu'd, in vain, to 

reach Thee. 200 

Little, alas, thought they 
Who tore the fair brests of Thy freinds, 
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Their tary but made way 
For Thee, and aeru'd them in Thy glorious cuds. 
What did their weapons but with wider pores 205 
Inlaige Thy flaming-brested louers, 

More freely to transpire 

That impatient fire, 
The hetot that hides Thee hardly couers 1 
What did their weapons but sett wide the doon» 210 
For Thee 1 feir, purple doores, of Loue's deuising ; 
The ruby windowes which inricht the East 
Of Thy so oft-repeated rising ! 
Each wound of theirs was Thy new morning, 
And reinthron'd Thee in Thy roay neat, 2 15 

With blush of Thine Own blood Thy day adorn- 
ing : 
It was the witt of Loue oreilowd the bounds 
Of Wrath, and made Thee way through all those 

wovnds. 
Wellcome, dear, all-adored Ifame ! 

For Buro there ia no knee 220 

That knowes not Thee ; 
Or, if there be such sonns of shame, 

Ala? ! what will they doe 

WTien stubborn rocks shall bow 
And hills hang down their hcaun-soluting lioads 225 

To seek for humble beds 
Of dust, where in the boshfull shades of Night 



64 TO THE NAME ABOVE EVERT NAME. 

Next to their own low Nothing, they may ly, 
And couch before the dazeling light of Thy dread 

majesty. 
They that by Loue*s mild dictate now 230 

Will not adore Thee, 
Shall then, with just confusion bow 

And break before Thee. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The title in 1648 * Steps* is simply * On the name of Jesns.' 
In 1670 it is * To the Name above every Name, the Name of 
Jesus, a Hymn/ and throaghont differs from onr text (1652) 
only in usual modernisation of orthography. The text of 1648 
yields these readings : 

Line 7, ' the bright/ 
42, * of th's.' 

49, * Into a habit fit of self tun*d Harmonie.* 
79, * you're.' 
92, ' aloud.' 

105, ' Seraphins.' 

106, * loyall' for • joyfull.' 
132, * heavens.' 
182 spells ' sillabell.' 

187, * The soules tastes thee takes from thence.' 
202, * bare.' 
204, • ware.' 
209, * For Thee : And serv'd therein thy glorious ends.' 

See our Essay for critical remarks on the measure and 
rhythm of this poem as printed in our text (1652). Q. 



PSALME XXIII.' 



Happt me ! O happy sheepe ! 

Whom my God vouchaafea to keepe ; 

Even my God, even He it ia. 

That points me to these paths of blisse ; 

On Whose pastures cheerefuU Spring, 

All the yeare doth sit and sing, 

And rejoycing, smiles to see 

Their green backs weate His liverie : 

Pleasure sings my soul to rest, 

Plentie weares me at her brest. 

Whose sweet temper teaches me 

Nor wanton, nor in want to be. 

At my feet, the blubb'ring mountaiiie 

Weeping, melts into a fountaine ; 

Whose soft, silver-sweating streames 

Make high-noon forget his beames ; 

When my wayward breath is flying. 

He calls home my soul from dying ; 

> Appeared originally in the 'Steps' of 1646 <pp. 26-37) ; 
printed in editions of 1648 (pp. 40-42) uicl ICTO (pp. 26-2f 
text ialhalnt 1648: but »ee Note* and rilastriilions m Hose 



6G rSALME XXIII. 

Strokes and tames my rabid griefc, 

And does wooe me into life : 20 

When my simple weaknes strayes, 

(Tangled in forbidden wayes) 

He (my Shegheard) is my guide, 

Hee's before me, on my side, 

And behind me, He beguiles 25 

Craft in all her knottie wiles : 

He expounds the weary wonder 

Of my giddy steps, and under 

Spreads a path, cleare as the day. 

Where no churlish rub says nay 30 

To my joy-conducted feet. 

Whilst they gladly goe to meet 

Grace and Peace, to learne new laies, 

Tun'd to my great Shepheard's praise. 

Come now all ye terrors sally, 35 

Muster forth into the valley. 

Where triumphant darknesse hovers 

With a sable wing, that covers 

Brooding horror. Come, thou Death, 

Let the damps of thy dull breath 40 

Over-shadow even that shade, 

And make Darknes* selfe afraid ; 

There my feet, even there, shall find 

Way for a resolved mind. 

Still my Shepheard, still my God, 45 

Thou art with mo ; still Thy rod, 



PSALME XXIII. C7 

And lliy statfe, whose influence 

Gives direction, gives defence. 

At the whisper of Thy word 

Crown'd abundance spreads my boord : 50 

While I feast, my foes doe feed 

Theii ranck malice not their need, 

So that with the self-same bread 

They are starved and I am fed. 

How my head in ointment swims ! 55 

How my cup o'relooks her brims ! 

So, even so still may I move. 

By the line of Thy deare love ; 

Still may Thy sweet mercy spread 

A shady arme above my head, 60 

About my paths ; so shall I find. 

The faire center of my mind, 

Thy temple, and those lovely walls 

Bright ever with a beame, that falls 

Fresh from the pure glance of Thine eye, 65 

Lighting to Eternity. 

There Fie dwell for ever ; there 

Will I find a purer aire 

To feed my life with, there I'le sup 

Balme and nectar in my cup ; 70 

And thence my ripe soule will 1 breath 

Warme into the armcs of Death. 
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Still my Shoph«iivl, still my Gtxl, 45 

Thou art with mo : still Thv nxl. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

In the SiOfCROFT mb. this is headed * P8.28 (Panphrasia)/ 
In line 4 it reads * paths* for * wayes/ which I accept ; line 27 
* weary' for * giddy/ and line 28 * giddy* for * weary/ both 
adopted ; line 29 reads as we have printed instead of * Spreads 
a path as cleare as day ;* line 33, *leame* for * meet/ adopted; 
line 41, * that* for * the/ adopted. Only orthographic farther 
variations. In line 30 * mb' = obstmction, reminds of Shake- . 
HpEAKE*s * Now every rub is smoothed in oar way* (Henry V. 
ii. 2), and elsewhere. G. 



PSALM cxxxvn.i 

On the proud banks of great Euphrates' lloodi i 

There we sate, and there we wept : 
Our harpes, that now no musick understood, 

NocUling, on the willowes slept : 

While unhappy captiv'd wee, 5 

lA)vely Sion, thought on thee. 
They, they that snatcht us from our countrie*s breast, 

Woukl have a song carv*d to their eare« 
In Hebrew numbers, then (O cruell jest !) 

When harpes and hearts were drown'd in teares : 10 

* ApiMiaretl originally in 'Stops* of 1646 (pp. 27, 28): reprinte^i 
in ctlitions of 1648 (pp. 42, 43) and 1670 (pp. 28, 29). Our text is 
that of 1648, with which the othenf agree, except in usual slight 
changes of orthography, and the following adopted from the Sah- 
ritoi-T M8. : Hug 7, a second Mhey* inserted; line 17, Mhan* for 
• then ;• line 21 ' rnftearck't*= without perch ornapport« G. 



Come, they try' J, come sing and piny 
Oiie uf Sion'a aongs to-day. 
Slug I play t to whom (ah !) ahull we sing ov play. 

If not, Jerusalem, to theet 
All ! thee Jerueolom ! ah ! sooner may i; 

This hand forget the masterie 
Of Mnaick's dainty touch, than I 
Tlie musick of thy memory. 
Which when I lose, O may at once my longiio 

Lose thin same husiespeaking art, xt 

Vnpcarcli't, her vocall arteries unstrung, 

No more an<[uaiatcd with my heart, 
On my dry pallat's roof to rest 
A witfaer'd leaf, au idle gneat. 
JIo, no. Thy good Sion, alone, must urowne 2; 

The head of nil my hope-nurat joyea. 
But Edom, cniell thou ! thou cryd'st downe, dcwnc 
Sinke Sion, downe and never riae, 
Her falling thou did'st urge and thnist. 
And haatc to dash her into duat : 31 

Dost laugh 1 prond Babel's daughter ! do, laugh on, 

Till thy mine teach thee toares, 
Even Huch as these ; laugh, till a venging throng 
Of woes, too late, doe rouze thy fearea : 

Laugh, till thy children's hlecding hones 3 
Weepe pretious tearos upon the atonea. 
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IN THE HOLY NATIVITY OF OVR LORD GOD: 

A UTMN 8VM0 AS BY THE 8HKPHEABD8.* 



The Hymn. 

Chorvs. 
Come, we shepheards, whose blest sight i 

Hath mett Loue*s noou in Nature's iiight ; 
Come, lift wo vp our loftyer song 
And wake the svn that lyes too long. 

To all our world of well-stoln joy 5 

He slept ; and dreamt of no such thing. 

While we found out Heaun's fairer ey 
And kis't the cradle of our King. 

Tell him He rises now, too late 
To show vs ought worth looking at. i o 

Tell him we now can show him more 
llien he e*re show'd to mortall sight ; 

Then he himselfe e*re saw before, 
Which to l>e seen needcs not his light 

^ Appeared orij^nally iu the ' Steps* of 1646 (pp. 28-31) : re- 
printed ill oditious i)f 1648 (pp. 43-47), 1652 (pp. 10-16) and 1670 
(pp. 29-32). Our text ih that of 1652, as before, and ita engravinfc 
here, is rcproiiuced in our illustrated quarto edition. Se« Notes and 
Illustrations at close of this compositioiu (r. 



135 THE HOLY XATIVITY OF OVR LORD OOD. 71 

Tell him. Tit ynis, where th' hast been, 1 5 

Tell him Thyrsisy what th' hast seen. 

TiTYRUS. 

Gloomy night embrac't the place 
Where the noble Infant lay. 

The Babe look*t vp and shew'd His face ; 
In spite of darknes, it was day. 20 

It was Thy day, Sweet ! and did rise 
Not from the East, but from Thine eyes. 

Chorus. It was Thy day. Sweet. 

Thyrsis. 

Ulnter chidde aloud, and sent 
The angry North to wage his wanes. 25 

The North forgott his feirce intent. 
And left perfumes in stead of scarreis. 

By thoj« sweet eyes' persuasiue powrs 
Where he mcan't froet, he scattered tlowrs, 

(Pir*niJt. By those sweet eves. ;o 

B-^TH. 

We saw Thee in Thv baulmv-nest, 
Yfyang dawn of our aetemall Day ! 

We aaw Thine eves break from their Elast 
Aitd chase the tremblin:: shades awav. 

We saw Thee ; in-i we blr>t the suiht. ; > 

We aaw Th**- bv Thine Own sweet li:;ht. 
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T1TYRU8. 

Poor world (said I), what wilt thou doe 
To entertain this stany Stranger? 

Is this the best thou canst bestow ? 
A cold, and not too cleanly, manger? 40 

Contend, the powres of Heau'n and Earth, 
To fitt a bed for this huge birthe ? 

Chorus. Contend the powers. 

Thyrsis. 
Proud world, said I, cease your contest 
And let the mighty Babe alone. 45 

The phaenix builds the pha^nix* nest, 
Lov's architecture is his own. 

The Babe whose birth embraues this mom, 
Made His Own bed e*re He was bom. 

Chorus. The Babe whose 50 

T1TYRU8. 
I saw the curPd drops, soft and slow, 
Come houering o're the place's head ; 

Offring their whitest sheets of snow 
To furnish the fair Infant's bed : 

Forbear, said I; be not too bold, 55 

Your fleece is white but 'tis too cold. 
Chorus, Forbear, sayd I. 

Thyrsis. 
I saw the obsequious Seraphuns 
llieir rosy fleece of fire bestow. 
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For well tliey now can epore their wing, 
Since Heavn itself lyes here below. 

Well done, said I ; but are you sure 
Your down so warm, will passe for pure? 
C/i'inm. Well done, eayd I. 

TlTTRUM. 

Xo, no ! your King's not yet to seeke 
Where to repose His royall head ; 

See, see ! how soon His new-blooni'd check 
Twixt'fl mother's bresta is gone to bed. 

Sweet choise, said we ! no way but so 
Not to ly cold, yet sleep in enow. 

CliOTux. Sweet choise, said wo. 

Both. 
We saw Thee in Thy baulmy nest, 
Bright dawn of our xternall Day ! 

We saw Thine eyes break from their East 
And chase the trembling shades away. 

We saw Thee : and wc blest the sight. 
We saw Thee, by Thine Own sweet Lght. 
Chorw. We saw Thee, &c. 

FVI.I, C HOB vs. 

Wellcome, all wonders in one sight ! 
•Eternity shutt in a span ! 

Sommer in Winter, Day in Night ! 
Heauen in F^rth, and Ood in man ! 
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Great, little One ! Whose all-embracing birth 
Lifts Earth to Heauen, stoopes Heau'n to Earth. 

Wellcome, though not to gold nor silk, 85 

To more then Caesar's birth-right is ; 

Two sister-seas of virgin-milk, 
With many a rarely-temper'd kisse, 

That breathes at once both maid and mother, 
Warmes in the one, cooles in the other. 90 

Shee sings Thy tears asleep, and dips 
Her kisses in Thy weeping eye ; 

She spreads the red leaves of Thy lips, 
That in their buds yet blushing lye : 

She Against those mother-diamonds, tries 95 

The points of her young eagle's eyes. 

Wellcome, though not to those gay flyes, 
Guilded i' th* beames of earthly kings ; 

Slippery soules in smiling eyes : 
But to poor shepheards' home-spun things; 100 

Whoso wealth's their flock ; whose witt,. to 
be 
Well-read in their simplicity. 

Yet when young April's husband-showrs 
Shall blesse the fruitfull Maja's bed, 

We'l bring the first-bom of her flowrs 105 

To kisse Thy feet and crown Thy head. 

To Thee, dread Lamb ! Whose louc must keep 
Tlie shepheartls, more then they the sheep. 
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To Thee, meek Majesty ! soil King 
Of simple Graces and sweet Loves : no 

Each of va his lamb will bring, 
Each his pair of Bjlver doues : 

Till burnt at last in fire of Thy fair eyes, 
Oureelues become our own best sacrifice. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

In the Suf CRorr hs. the heading is simpl j ' A Hynme of the 
Nativitie song by the Bhepheuds.' It fnmiBhea these vuions 
readingB, thoogh it wants a good deal of oor teit (16S2) : 

Lines 1 to 4, 



24, ' Winter chid the world ' 

33, > Bright dawne . . . .' 



* OfficioilB'= mad; to do good offices : ' obBoqnione's obediunt, 
eager to serve. 
Lines 65 to 68, 

' The Babe new woncr 'gun to Hike 
Where to lay Hi> louely hi«ri ; 
Dnt nnrlght HI' eyn ulvli'd Hlj< diickc 

,. 70, ' Welcome to onr wond'ring sight.* 

,. 63, 'glorions birth.' 

,. B6, ' not to gold' for ' nor to gold :' adopted. 

„ 06, '[ioiatB'=pnpilB(?). 



76 NEW year's day. 



Lines 101 to 103, 

* Bat to poore shepheards* simple things, 
That vse not varnish ; noe oyl'd arts. 
But lift cleane hands full of cleare hearts.' 

„ 108, * . . . . while they feed the sheepe.* 
„ 114, ♦ Weel bume ' 

These variations agree with the text of 1646. See our Essay 
for critical remarks. Q. 



NEW YEARNS DAY.^ 

KisE, thou best and brightest morning I 
Kosy with a double red ; 

With thine own blush thy cheeks adorning, 
And the dear drops this day were shed. 

All the purple pride, that laces 
The crimson curtains of thy bed. 

Guilds thee not with so sweet graces, 
Nor setts thee in so rich a red. 

Of all the fair-cheek*t flowrs that fill thee, 
None so fair thy bosom strowes, 
As this modest maiden lilly 
Our sins haue sham*d into a rose. 

1 Appeared originally in the *■ Steps* of 1646 (pp. 94, 95), where it 
is headed ' An Himne for the Circumcision day of our Lord :* re- 
printed in edition of 1648 (pp. 47, 48) with ^A* for *An* in heading, 
and in the 'Carmen dec* of 1652 (pp. 17, 18), being there entitled 
simply < New Year*8 Day,* and in the edition of 1670 (pp. 72-74). 
Our text is that of 1652, as before, but there are only slight differ- 
ences besides the usual orthographical ones, in any. See Notes and 
Illustrations at clofte of the poem. G, 
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Bid thy golden god, ttie eun, 
Buniieht in his best beames rise, 

Put bU his red-ey'd rubies on ; 
These rubies shall putt out their eyes. 

Let him make poor the pnrple East, 
Search what the world's close cabinets keep, 

Rob the rich births of each bright neat 
That flaming in their fair beds sleep. 

Let him embraue his own bright tresses 
With a new morning made of gemmes ; 

And wear, in those his wealthy dresses, 
Anoth^ day of diadems. 

When he hath done all he may 
To make himselfe rich in his rise, 

All will be darknes to the day 
That bieakes from one of these bright eyes. 

And soon tlus sweet truth shall appear, 
Dear Babe, ere many dayee be done ; 

The Mom shall come to meet Thee here. 
And Icaue her own neglected sun. 

Here are beautyes shall bcreaue him 
Of all his eastern paramours. 

His Persian louers all shall leaue him, 
And swear faith to Thy sweeter powres ; 

Nor while they leave him shall they lose the sun. 
But in Thy fairest eyes find two for ona 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

St. ii. line 1, 

' All the purple pride that koes ;' 

the reference is to the empurpled lighter and lace- (or gauze-) 
like cloads of the morning. The heavier olonds are the * crim- 
son curtains/ the * purple laces* the fleecy, lace-like, and em- 
purpled streakings of the lighter and dissolying clouds, which 
the Poet likens to the lace that edged the coverlet, and possibly 
other parts of the bed and bedstead. Shakespeabe describes a 
similar appearance with the same word, but uses it in the sense 
of inter or cross lacing, when he makes Juliet say (iii. 5), 

' look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder East.' 

So too in stanza t. * each sparkling nest,' the flame - coloured 
clouds are intended. *Nest,* like *bud,* is a faTourite word 
with Cbashaw, and he uses it freely. In 1648 edition, st. iii. 
line 2 reads * showes ;* stanza v. line 2, * cabinets;* stanza viii. 
line 5, * and meet ;* stanza ix. * paramours*= lovers, wooers, not 
as now signifying loose love. G. 




IN THE GLOKIOVS EPIPHANIE OF OVR 
LORD GOD: 



1 Ktnge. Bright Babe! Whose awliill beautyes make i 

The mom incurr a sweet mUtake ; 

2 Kimje. For Whom the officious HeauoB deuise 

To diainheritt the suu'a riae : 

3 Kings. Delicately to displace 5 

The day, and plant it feirer in Thy face. 

1 Kiiir/e. Thou bom King of louee ! 

2 Khige. Of lights! 

3 Kimje. Of ioyee ! 

Chonu. Look vp, sweet Babe, look vp and see 1 o 
For lone of Thue, 
Thus fair from home 
The Eas't is come 
To seek her self in Thy sweet eyes. 

' Appeared originally in t!ie ' Steps' of 1018 (pji. 48-55), reprinted 
in'C«m«n'*c.of l6S2(pp.l9-SB)and m 16T0 (pp. 153-IGI). Our 
lext a that ot 1653, b9 before : but we close for Holes and lllustra- 
liona. In our illqiitraled qoarto edition we reproduce ttie engraving 
here of 1652. Q. 
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1 Khige, We, who strangely went astray, 15 

Lost in ^ bright 
Meridian night. 

2 Kinge, A darknes made of too much day. 

3 Kinge, Becken'd from fan- 

By Thy fair starr, 20 

Lo, at last haue found our way. 
Choms, To Thee, Thou Day of Night ! Thou East 

of West ! 
Lo, we at last haue found the way 
To Thee, the World's great vniuersal East, 
The generall and indifferent Bay. 25 

1 Kinge. All-circling point ! all-centring sphear ! 

The World's one, round, ffitemall year : 

2 Kinge, Whose full and all-vnwrinkled face 

Nor sinks nor swells with time or place ; 

3 Khige. But euery where and enery while 30 

Is one consistent, solid smile : 

1 Kinge. Not vext and tost 

2 Kinge. 'Twixt Spring and frost ; 

3 Kinge. Nor by alternate shredds of light, 

Sordidly shiftinghands with shades and Night. 
Cfioms. little all ! in Thy embrace 36 

The World lyes warm, and likes his place ; 
Nor does his full globe fail to be 
Kist on both his cheeks by Thee. 
Time is too narrow for Thy year, 40 

Nor makes the whole World Thy half-sphear. 
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2 Kinge. 

3 Kinge. 

1 Kinge, 



3 Kinge. 



1 Kinge. 

2 Kingi-. 



To Thee, to ITiee 
From him we flee. 
From him, whom by a more illustiious ly, 
The hlindnes of the World did call the eye. 45 
To Him, Who hy these mortal! clouds hast 

made 
Thyself our sun, though Thine Own shade. 
Faicwel], the World's false light ! 
Farewell, the white 
.^^^ypt; a long farewell to tliee 50 
Bright idol, black idolatry : 
The din face of inferior darknes, kis't 
And courted in the pompus mask of a 
more specious mist. 
Farewell, faiewell 

The proud and mieplac't gates of Hell, 55 
Pertch't in the Morning's way pervhe'/. 
And double-guilded as the doorea of Day : 
The deep hypocrisy of Death and Night 
More desperately dark, because more br^bt 
Welcome, the World's sure way ! 60 

Heavn's wholsom ray. 
Wellcome to va ; and we 
(Sweet !) to our selues, in Thee. 
The deathlea Heir of all Thy Father's day ! 

Decently bom! 65 

Embosom'd in a much more rosy Mom : 
The blushes of ITiy all-vnblemiaht mother. 
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3 Kiiige. No more that other 

Aurora shall sett ope 
Her ruby casements, or hereafter hope 70 

From mortall eyes 
To meet religious welcomes at her rise. 
Choms, We (pretious ones !) in you haue won 
A gentler Mom, a iuster sun. 

1 Kinge. His superRciall beames sun-bum't our 

skin; 75 

2 Kinge. But left within 

3 Kinge, The Night and Winter still of Death and Sin. 
Chorus, Thy softer yet more certaine darts 

Spare our eyes, but peirce our harts : 

1 Kinge, Therfore with his proud Persian spoiles 80 

2 Kinge, We court Thy more concerning smiles. 

3 Kinge, Therfore with his disgrace 

We guild the humble cheek of this chast 
place; 
Chorus, And at Thy feet powr forth his face. 

1 Kinge, The doating Nations now no more 85 

Shall any day but Thine adore. 

2 Kinge, Nor — much lesse — shall they leaue these eyes 

For cheap ^Egyptian deityes. 

3 Kinge, In whatsoe*re more sacred shape 

Of ram, he-goat, or reuerend ape ; 90 

Those beauteous rauishers opprest so sore 
The too-hard-tempted nations. 
1 Kinge. Neuer more 
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By wanton heyfer ahall be worn 

2 Kiiige. A garland, or a guilded hom ; 95 

The altar-stall'd ox, fait OsyrU now 
Witli liis fail sister cow 

3 Kinge. Shall kick the clouds no more ; but loan 

and tame, 
Chorus. See His hom'd face, and dy for shame : 

And Mithra now ahall be no name. loo 

1 Kinge. No longer shall the immodest lust 

Of adulteTouB godles dust 

2 Kinge. Fly in the face of Heau'n ; as if it were 

The poor World's fault that He is fair. 105 

3 Ki)ige. Nor with pernerse loues and religious lapes 

Eeuenge Thy bountyes in their beauteous 

shapes ; 
And punish beet things worst ; because 

they stood 
Guilty of being much for them too good. 

1 Kinge. Frond sons of Death! that durst compell 110 

Hoan'n it self to find them Hell : 

2 Kinge. And by strange witt of madnes wrest 

From this World's East the other's West. 

3 Kinge, All-idolizing wormes ! that thus could crowd 

And TTge their sun into Thy cloud ; 115 

Forcing His sometimes eclipa'd face to bo 
A long deliquium to the light of Thee. 
Chunie. Alas I with how much heauyer shade 

The shamefac't lamp hung down bis head 
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For that one eclipse he made, 1 20 

Then all those he soifered ! 

1 Khuje, For this he look*t so bigg; and ouery mom 

With a red face confes't his scorn. 

Or hiding his vex't cheeks in a hir'd mist 

Kept them from being so vnkindly kis't. 125 

2 Kimje. It was for this the Day did rise 

So oft with blubber'd eyes : 
For this the Evening wept; and we ne're knew 
But call'd it deaw. 
ZKinge. This day ly wrong 130 

Silenc't the morning- sons, and damp't their 
song : 
Chorus. Nor was't our deafhes, but our sins, that thus 
Long made th' harmonious orbes all mute to vs. 

1 Klufje, Time has a day in store 

When this so proudly poor 135 

And self-oppressed spark, that has so long 
By the lone-sick World bin made 
Not so much their sun as shade : 
Weary of this glorious wrong 
From them and from himself shall flee 1 40 
For shelter to the shadow of Thy tree : 
Chnrutt, Proud to liaue gain'd this pretious losse 
And chang'd his false crown for Thy crosse. 

2 Kintje, That dark Day's clear doom shall define 

Whose is the master Fire, which sun should 

shine : 1 45 
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That Bable judgment-seat shall by new lawea 
Decide and settle the great cauae 
Of controuerted light : 
VhoriM. And Natur'a wrongs rejoyce to doe Thee right. 
3 /^t'n^e. That forfeiture ofN'oon to N'ight shall pay 150 
All the idolatrous the^ done by this Night 

of Day; 
And the great Penitent presse hie own pale lipps 
With an elaborate louo-eclipse : 
To which the low World's lawee 
Shall lend no cauBe, 155 

Vlwnu. Saue those domestick which He boirowes 

From our sins and His Own sorrowes. 
1 Kinge. Three sad hours' sackcloth then shall show 



His penance, as our fault, conspicooua : 

2 Khige. And He moto needfully and nobly prouo 16 

The Nations' torror now then erst their loue. 

3 Kinge. Their hated loues cbangd into wholsom 

fearee: 
Chorus. The shutting of His eye shall open their's. 

1 Kimje, As by a fair-ey'd fallacy of Day 

Miss-ledde, before, they lost their way ; 16 
So shall they, by the seasonable fright 
Of au vnseasonabte Night, 
Loosii^ it once again, stumble on true Light : 

2 Kinge. And as before His too-bright eye 

Was their more blind idolatry; 17 
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So his officious blindnes now shall be 
Their black, but faithfull perspectiue of Thee : 

3 Kinge. His new prodigious Night, 
Their new and admirable light, 
The supernaturall dawn of Thy pure Day ; 175 

While wondring they 
(The happy conuerts now of Him 
Whom they compelled before to be their sin) 

Shall henceforth see 
To kisse him only as their rod, 180 

Whom they so long courted as God. 

Chonuf, And their best vse of him they worship't, be 
To learn of him at last, to worship Thee. 

1 Kinge. It was their weaknes woo'd his beauty ; 

But it shall be 185 

Their wisdome now, as well as duty, 
To injoy his blott ; and as a lai^ge black letter 
Vse it to spell Thy beautyes better ; 
And make the Night it self their torch to Thee. 

2 Kinge, By the oblique ambush of this close night 190 

Couch't in that conscious shade 
The right-ey'd Areopagite 
Shall with a vigorous guesse inuade 
And catch Thy quick reflex; and sharply see 

On this dark ground 195 

To descant Thee. 

3 Kinge, O prize of the rich Spirit ! with what feirce 

chase 
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Of his strong eoul, shall he 
Leap at thy lofty lace, 
And Beize the Bwift flash, in rebound 200 

From this obsequious cloud, 
Once call'd a sun. 
Till dearly thua Tndone ; 
Chorus. Till thus triumphantly tam'd (0 ye two 

Twinne anmee !) and taught liow to negotiate 
you. 20s 

1 Kittge. Thus shall that reuerend child of Light, 

2 Kinge. By being scholler first of that new Night, 

Come forth great mastra of the mystick Day; 

3 Kinge. And teach obscure mankind a moie close way 

By the frngall negatiue light 310 

Of a most wifie and well-abused ^ight 
To read more legible Thine originall ray; 
Chorris. And moke our darknes seme Thy Day : 
Maintaining 'twixt Thy World and cures 
A commerce of contrary powres, 315 

A mutuall trade 

Twixt sun and shade. 
By confederal black and white 
Borrowing Day and lending N^ht. 219 

1 Kinge. Thus we, who when with all the noble powres 
That (at Thy cost) are call'd, not vainly, ours : 

We vow to make braue way 
Vpwards, and presse on for the pure intelli- 
gentiall prey; 
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2 Kintje. At least to play 

The amorous spyes 225 

And peep and proflFer at Thy sparkling throne ; 

3 Khige, In stead of bringing in the blissfull prize 

And fastening on Thine eyes : 

Forfeit our own 

And nothing gain 230 

But more ambitious losse at last, of brain; 
Cliorus. Now by abased liddcs shall learn to be 

Eagles; and shutt our eyes that we may see. 

The Glme, 

[Ghona^,'] Therfore to Thee and Thine auspitious ray 

(Dread Sweet !) lo thus 236 

At last by vs, 
The delegated eye of Day 
Does first his scepter, then himself, in solemno 
tribute pay. 
Thus he vndresses 240 

His sacred vnshom tresses ; 
At Thy adored feet, thus he laycs down 

1 Khtge. His gorgeous tire 

Of flame and fire, 

2 Kiff/fe. His glittering robe. 3 KInge, His sparkling 

crown; 245 

1 Khige, liia gold : 2 KInge. Hw mirrh : 3Kingf*. 

His frankincense. 
ChontJi, To wliich he now lias no pretence : 
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For being show'd by this Day's light, how farr 
He ie from bud enough to make Thy starr, 
His best ambition now is but to be 250 

Somthing a brighter Bhadow, Sweet, of Thro. 
Or on Heaun's azure forheod high to stand 
Thy golden index ; with a duteous hand 
Pointing vs home to our own sun 
The World's and his Hyperion. 255 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, . 

The title in 1618 edition is simplj 'A Hpnne tor the Epi- 
phanie. Sung as by the three Kings.' Except the nsnal sli^t 
changes of orthograpbr, the followLDg are all the ysrlatioDS be- 
tween the tiro teiU neceeaar; to record : and I gire with them 
certain oorreetiTe and explanator; notes : 

Line 26, 'indifferent' is^impartial, not as now ' nncon- 

Line G2, IMS edition misprinta ' hie'l' for ' Mg'i.' In the 
61st line the ' bright idol' ia the gnn. 
Line 88, ib. reads ' thy' for ' this.' 
„ 96, ' a gnilded hocn.' Cf. Jayeoal, Satire i. 
„ 99, ib. is given to 3d King. Thronghont we have cor- 
reoted a nmnber of slips of the Paris printer in his figures. 
Line 106, ib. spells ' to' for ' too.' 
„ 117, 'il<Iiguiuin'=Bnoon, faint. In chemistry = melting. 
„ 122, 1648 edition reads ' his' for ' this ;' and I havs 
adopted it. 

Line 148, ib. reads ' deere :' a misprint. 
„ 1G6, ib. reads ' domeBtickE.' 
„ 180, ib. reads ' the' for ' their.' 
„ lB6,ib. drops 'it.' 

„ 19e, ih. reads ' what' for ' that,' and in next line ■ bis' 
tor • this,' of 1652 : both adopted. 
Line 212, ' legible' ia — legibly. 
„ 224 and onward, in 1648 is printed ' least,' in our text 
(1663} • lest.' Except in Une 224 it is pUin1y = laBt, and sol 
read it in OSlst and 3»Tth. 

vol,. I. N 



See onr Eafla; for Miltouic paiiUIclH nitb- lines in this rr- 
marluble couipOBition, Line 4H, ' these mortal clonilfi,' i.r, at 
inFant flesh. Cf. Soe]). d' Herode. bUdi* xxiii. 

Thniuifh c'DuTi 0/ lantnf j^.' 
Line 114. 'And urge tbcir ann into Thj clonil,' i.f. into becom- 
ing Tb; olond, forcing him to become ' a long dcliqniiim to the 
lightof thee.' Line lee, onr text (1663) misprintB' in self.' Line 
ItK), 'Bj theobIiqai-uabiuh,'&c. TheKingBoontinningin the 
spirit of prophecy, and with iTorde not to be nndcnUMd till their 
f olfllment , pass on from the dimming of the ana at the CraciGxion 
to A seoood dimming, but this time tbrongb the splendour of a 
brighter light, at the conrersion of him who was taken to pce»ob 
totbeGcDUlesin the court of (be Areopngitca. The epeaker.or 
rather Ciuhhaw, takes the viev which at flrat ei^ht may seem t« 
b« implied in the goepel narratiie, that the light brighter tlian 
midday shone raond about Saul and bis campaninns hot not on 
them, they being rincheil in the tonscioua fihadc of the day- 
light. Thronghont, there is a doable allusion to this eecoud 
dimming of the snn as manifesting Christ to St. Fanl anil the 
Gentiles, and to the dimming of the eyes, and the walking ipdark- 
ncSB for a time of him nbo as a light on Earth was to mani- 
fest the Troe Light to the world. Thronghont, too, there is a 
kind olparallcUsm indicated between the two lesser lights. Both 
rebellions were to bo dimmed and bronght into subjection, and 
then to shine forth ' right-eyed' in renewed and pnriSedsptend- 
onr as evidences of the Son of Righteonsoess. Hence at the 
rloae, the chorus calls them 'ye tirin- suns. "—and the '•ords. 
' Till thus triumphantly tamed' refer equally to both. The 
panctoation to make this clear should be ' . . . . sun un- 
done : . . .' 'To negotiate you' (both word and metaphor buiug 
rather unhappily cboseul means, to pass yon corrent as the 
trae-Blamped image of the Deity. ' price of the rich Spirit' 
(line 197) may be made to refer to ' thee [0 Christy , price of the 
rich spirit' of Paul, but ' may bo' Is almost too strong to apply 
tosnchan interpretation. It is tar more consonant to the «tnie> 
tnre and tenor of the whole passage, to read it as an opithi-t 
applied to St. Paul : ' O prite of tho rich Spirit of grace.' I 
have also withont hesitation changed ' of this strong soal' into 
'otfijn strong sonl.' 'Oblique ambasb' may refer to the ob- 
li(|ne rays of the san now rayii of darkness. Imt the primary 
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reference is to the indirect manner and ' vigoruOB gneBB,' by 
which fit. Panl, meotally glancing from one to the other light, 
lewned throngh the diauning of the boh to believe in the Deity 
of Rim who spake from oat the dinuning brightness. The 
Bune thought, though nith a Btrained and le«g gacceaafnl effort 
of eipreflflion, appears in the aong of the third King, ' with that 
fleroe chou,' ice. 

LineSSl. '3onithingabrighterahadow(Sweet)of Thee.' Ap- 
parently a remembrance of a passage wbieb Tbohah Hktwood, 
in hia ' Hierarchie of the Angela,' gives from a Latin trans- 
lation of Pi^To, ' Lnmen est aml>r» Dei at Dens eat Lamen 
Lnminta.' On which see onr Essay. Perhaps the same gave 
rise to the thought that the enu eclipaed Ood, or shnt Him out 
M a cloud or shade, or made night, t.g. 

. ecHpH be Di«dc :' lUii^H^.WJ. 



TO THE gVEEN'S MAIESTif.i 

MlDAUE, 1 

'Mongst those louj; rowes of erownes that guiUI yuurrace, 

These royall s^es sue for decent place : 

The day-break of the Nations ; their first ray, 

When the dark World dawn'd into Christian Day, 5 

And smil'd i' th' Babe's bright face ; the purpling bud 

And rosy dawn of the right royall blood ; 

Fair first-fruits of the Lamb I sure kings in this, 

They took a kingdom while they gaue a kUse. 

But the World's homage, scarse in thesu well blown, 10 

We read in you {rare queen) ripe and full-grown. 

' Appeared uriginally in ' Slepn' ut 1 W» (pp. 55, 56) : repriined 
in editions of 1662 (pp. 29, 80) and 167U (pp. 161, 162). Uur Icxt h, 
rbatof 166S,asbeforc: liiit aee Kot«s at dine of ih<; poi'iu. G. 
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For from this day's rich seed of diadems 

Does rise a radiant croppe of royalle stemms, 

A golden haruest of crown*d heads, that meet 

And crowd for kisses from the Lamb's white feet : 1 5 

In this illustrious throng, your lofty floud 

Swells high, fair confluence of all high-bom blond : 

With your bright head, whole groues of scepters bend 

Their wealthy tops, and for these feet contend. 

So swore the Lamb's dread Sire : and so wo see't, 20 

Crownes, and the heads they kisse, must court these 

feet. 
Fix here, fair majesty 1 May your heart ne're misse 
To reap new crownes and kingdoms from that kisse; 
Nor may we misse the ioy to meet in you 
The aged honors of this day still new. 25 

May the great time, in you, still greater be,- 
While all the year is your epiphany; 
While your each day's deuotion duly brings 
Three kingdomes to supply this day's three kings. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 

In 1648 the title is ' To the Qaeene^s Majestie apon his 
dedicating to her the foregoing Hjmne, riz. '* A Hymne for the 
Epiphanie," ' which there precedes, but in 16o2 follows, the 
dedicatory lines to the Qacen. 1648 famishes these TariationB : 
line 7 misprints * down' for ' dawn :' line 11 reads ' deare* for 
' rare :' line 14 * royall* for * golden :' line 18 corrects onr text's 
misprint of ' whose* for ' whole/ which I have accepted : line 20 
reads * great* for * dread.* 

In line 3 we read 

* ThoK royall eagcA vac for doccnt place/ 
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We know that the King on TweUlh-cUy presented gold, truik- 
incenae and mjrrh, uid so perhapfl did the Queen. Bat those 
gifts were not preHented to Uie magi'ldngB, and Coishaw aeeniB 
tosneonbehaUot 'theseroyall sagea.' The expltmstioD doubt- 

leaB is that this was a verse-letter to the Qneen, enclosing as 
a gift his Epiphan; Hjnui ' gtmg ae by the three Kings,' 

In line 5 'the pnrpling bad.' Sio, leqaires study. Led by 
the [emmeoaB) pnnctaatian (face.) I supposed this olause to 
refer to the ' Babe.' But would our Poet have eaid that the 
> dawn of the world smiled on the Babe's face,' and in the same 
breath hare called the face a ' rosy dawn' T Looking to thia, 
and his rather profnse employment of ' bad,' I now believe the 
clause to he another description of the kings, and punctuate 
(face ;)• '^^^ rhythm of the passage is certainly improred 
thereby and made more tike that of CoitsnAW, and the words 
' right royall blood.' which may be thought to become difficnlt, 
can be tbas explained. The races of the heathen kings were 
not 'royal,' their authority being usurped and falsely derived 
from false gode, and the kingly blood first became trnly royal 
when the kings reoogniaed the supreme sovereignty of the King 
of kings and the derivation of their authority from Htm, and 
when they were in torn recognised by Him. Hence the ase of 
the epithet ' purpling,' the Christian or Christ-accepting kings 
being the flret who were truly 'bom in the parple,' or 'right 
royall blood.' 

In lines IS-18, as punctuated in preceding editions, the 
Poet is made to arrange his words after a fashion hardly to 
be called English, and to jumble his reetaphora like a poetaster 
or 4th of Jnl; ontor in America. Bnt both sense and poetry 
are restored by taMng the (!) after ' blood' as at least eqnal to 
(:), and by replacing ' nhoae' by ' whole,' as io 1643. This 
seems to us restoration, not change. Even thus read, however, 
the paeaage is somewhat cloudy ; hnt the construction is — the 
groves of sceptres of yoor high-bom aacestors bend with yon 
their wealthy tops, when you bow down yonr head. Onr Poet is 
fond of inversions, and they are sometimes more obscure than 
they ought to be. Line 30= Psalm i., andcf. Philip.U. 11. 6. 



VPON EASTER DAY.i 

Rise heire of fresh Eternity i 

From thy virgin tombe ! 
Rise mighty Man of wonders, andThy World with Thee ! 

Thy tombe the uniuersall East, 

Nature's new wombe, 5 

Thy tombe, fair Immortalitie*s perfumed nest. 

Of all the glories make Noone gay, 

This is the Mome ; 
This Rock buds forth the fountaine of the stroames 

of Day; 
In Joyo*8 white annalls live this howre 10 

When Life was borne ; 
No cloud scoule on His radiant lids, no tempest lower. 

Life, by this Light's nativity 

All creatures have ; 
Death onely by this Daye's just doome is forc't to dye, 

Nor is Death forc't ; for may he ly 16 

Thron'd in Thy grave. 
Death will on this condition be content to dye. 

^ Appeared originally in * Steps' of 1C46 (pp. 22, 23) : reprinted 
in 1648 (pp. 56, 57) and in 1670 (pp. 23, 24). Our text is that of 
1648, witli the exception of reading in line 10, ' live* for * lives,' from 
1646 (and so in 1670). Other slight differences are simply in ortho- 
graphy, and not noie<i. In the Sancroft ms. the heading is * Vi>on 
Christ's Resurrection.' O. 
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CaitiTig the timei irith their ttrong lijinti, 

Dtath'i matter kii omne drath divinfi : 

Stragliru) for htlpe, hit best hope it 

Herod't nupition may keale hit. 

Thertfore he etndt a fiend to irake 

The tleeping tyrant't fond miilake ; footiih 

Whofeare, (in vaine) that He Whote birth 

Mtanei Heav'n, ehould meddle with hii Earth. 



MuBE, now the serrant of Hoft loves do more. 
Hate is thy theame, and Herod, whose unbleat 
Hand (0 what dare? not jealous greatnessel) tore 
A thousand sweet babes from their mothers' brost : 

' For critical remarka on tbe present Tery striking eitpwiiionuid 
interpretation nther thsn translstion of Marino, the Besder ia re- 
feiTed to our Esuy, Tlie SANCBorr »a. mnst bave contained tbii 
pnem, for it ia inserted in tbe index ; but anfortanBlelythe pagea of 
tbe MS. conluning it bnve dinappeared. It waa first pabliabed in 
the 'Steps' of 1646 (pp. 61-78), and iraa reprinteil in tbe editions of- 
1S4S and 16T0: and separately, wilb a brief introduction, a few yean 
aincr. Our text ia tbal of 1048 (pp. &T-T4) ; lut it dittera from Ihe 
edition nf 1646 only in sligbt cbanges of spelling, t.g, ' bee' for ' he,' 
' (cuiid' for ' gild,' and Ibe like— nnl calling for record. The edition 
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The bloomes of martyrdom e. O be a dore 

Of language to my infant lips, yee best 

Of confessours : whose throates answering his swords, 

Gave forth your blood for breath, spoke soules for 

words. 

II. 

Oreat Anthony ! Spain's well-beseeming pride, 

Thou mighty branch of emperours and kings ; 

The beauties of whose dawne what eye may bide ? 

Which with the sun himselfe weigh*s equall wings ; 

Mappe of heroick worth ! whom farre and wide 

To the beleeving world, Fame boldly sings : 

Deignethou to weare this humble wreath, that bowes 

To be the sacred honour of thy browes. 

III. 
Nor needs my Muse a blush, or these bright flowers 
Other than what their owne blest beauties bring : 



of 1670, in nU i. line 3, misprintn * to what* for ' O what,' and Tuiut- 
BULL repeatfl the error, and of himself misreadH in Bt. xxii. * Who 
thunders on a throne of stars above* for ' Who in a throne of stars 
thunders above,' and in like manner in st. xxiv. line 8 substitutes 
* getting' for 'finding,* and in st. xxvl line 8 *ser%'e* for * serves.' 
Again in st. li. first line of which is left partially blank, from (pro- 
bably) the illegibility of Ciliriiaw's m s., TuRMBrLL tacitly fills in, 
'By proud usurping Herod now was borne.* 8o too, besides lesser 
orthographic alterations, in st. xxxvi. line 2 he does not detect the 
stupid misprint * whose* for *my,* nor that of 'fight* for 'sight* in 
St. xlvii. line H, while in st. Ixi. he dro{»s 'all,* which even the 1G70 
edition does not do, any more than is it resfMnsible for a tithe of 
TrRXBi'i.i/s miiitakes hero and throughout. (J. 
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They were the smiling soiu of thoae Bweet bowers 
That drink the deaw of life, whose deathlesse spring, 
Nat Sirian flame nor Borean froet deflowers : 
From whence heav'n-labonrii^ bees with bnaie wing, 

Suck hidden sweets, which well-digested proves 

Immortall hony for the hive of loves. 

IV. 

Thou, whose strong hand with so transcendent wortli. 
Holds high the reine of iaiie Parthenope, 
That neither Gome nor Athens can bring forth 
A name in noble deeds rivall to thee ! 
Thy fame's fiiU noise, makes proud the patient Earth, 
Fane more then, matter for my Muse and mee. 
The Tyrrhene Seas and shores sound all the same 
And in their mnrmuis keepe thy mighty name. 

Below Uie bottome of the great Abysee, 
Thero where one center reconciles all things : 
The World's profound heart pants ; there placid is 
Mischiefe's old master. Close about him clings 
A curl'd knot of embracing snakes, that kisse 
His correspondent cheekes : these loathsome strings 
Hold the perverse prince in etemall ties 
Fast hound, since first he forfeited the skies. 
vr. 
.ThB judge of torments and the king of teares, 
He fills a bumisht throne of iiuenchlesse fire : 
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And for his old fairc roabes of light, he weares. 
A gloomy mantle of darke flames ; the tire 
That crownes his hated head on high appeares : 
Where seav'n tall homes (his empire's pride) aspire. 
And to make up Hell's majesty, each home 
SeaVn crested Hydras, horribly adome. 

VII. 

His eyes, the sullen dens of Death and Night, 
Startle the dull ayre with a dismall red : 
Such his fell glances, as the fatall light 
Of staring comets, that looke kingdomes dead. 
From his black nostrills, and blew lips, in spight 
Of Hell's owne stinke, a worser stench is spread. 

His breath Hell's lightning is : and each deepe 
groane 

Disdaines to think that HeaVn thunders alone. 

VIII. 

His flaming eyes' dire exhalation, 

Vnto a dreadfidl pile gives fiery breath ; 

Whose unconsum'd consumption preys upon 

The never-dying life of a long death. 

In this sad house of slow destmction, 

(His shop of flames) hee fryes himself, beneath 
A masse of woes ; his teeth for torment gnash, 
While his Steele sides sound with his tayle's strong 
lash. 
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Three rigourous virgins waiting still behind. 
Assist the throne of th' iron-scoptred king. 
With whips of thornes and knotty vipers twin'd 
They rouse him, when his ranke thoughta need a sting. 
Their lockes are beds of nncomb'd snakes that wind 
About their shady browes in wanton rings. 

Thusreignesthewratbfullking.and while he reignes, 
His scepter and himsdfe both he disdaines. 

Disdainefull wretch ! how hath one bold ainne cost 
Thee all the beauties of thy once bright eyes ! 
How hath one black eclipse cancell'd, and crost 
The glories that did gild thee in thy rise ! 
Proud morning of a perverse day ! how lost 
Art thou unto thy selfe, thou too selie-wise 
Karcissiia ! foolish Phaeton ! who for all 
Thy high-sym'd hopes, gaind'st but a flaming &1I. 

XJ. 

From Death's sad shades to the life-breathing ayre. 
This mortall enemy to mankind's good, 
lifts his malignant eyes, wasted with care. 
To become beautifull in humane blood- 
Where lordan melts his chrystall, to make faire 
•The fields of Palestine, with so pure a flood, 
There does he fixe his eyes : and there detect 
New matter, to make good his great suspect. 
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XIL 

He calls to mind th' old qnarrell, and what sparke 
Set the contending sons of Heav'n on fire : 
Oft in his deepe thought he revolves the darke 
Sibill's divining leaves : he does enquire 
Into th' old prophesies, trembling to marke 
How many present prodigies conspire, 

To crowne their past predictions, both he layes 
Together, in his pondrous mind both weighs. 

XIII. 

Heaven's golden-winged herald, late he saw 

To a poore Galilean virgin sent : 

How low the bright youth bow'd, and with what awe 

Immortall flowers to her faire hand present. 

He saw th* old Hebrewe's wombe, n^lect the law 

Of age and barrennesse, and her babe prevent anticipaie 

His birth by his devotion, who began 

Betimes to be a saint, before a man. 

XIV. 

He saw rich nectar-thawes, release the rigour 
Of th' icy North ; from frost-bound Atlas hands, 
His adamantine fetters fall : green vigour 
Gladding the Scythian rocks and Libian sands. 
He saw a vemall smile, sweetly disfigure 
\Vinter*s sad face, and through the flowry lands 
Of faire Engaddi, hony-sweating fountaines 
With manna, milk, and balm, new-broach the 
mountaines. 
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He saw how in that bleat Day-bearing Night, 
The Heav'n-rebuked shades made hast away; 
How bright a dawne of angels with now light 
Ama^'d the midnight world, and made a Day 
Of which the Morning knew not. Mad with spight 
Ho tnarkt how the poore shepheards ran to pay 
Their simple tribute to the Babe, Whose birth 
Was the great buainesae both of Heav'n and Earth. 

XVI. 

He saw a threefold Sua, with rich encteaao 
Make proud the ruby portalls of the East. 
He saw the Temple saci'ed to sweet Peace, 
Adore her Prince's birth, flat on her brest. 
He saw the falling idolls, all confeese 
A comming Deity : He saw the nest 

Of pois'uous and unnatuiall loves, Eartli-nuret, 
Toucht with the World's true antidote, to bursL 



He saw Heav'n blossome with a new-borne light, 
On which, as on a glorious atranger gaz'd 
The golden eyes of Night ; whose beame made bright 
The way to Beth'lem, and an boldly blaii'd, 
(Nor aekt leave of the sun) by day as night. 
By whom (aa Heuv'ns illustrious hand-maid) raia'd. 
Three kings (or what is more) three wise men went 
Westward to fiini tbe World's ti'ue orient. 
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XVIII. 

Strucke with these great concurrences of things, 
Symptomes so deadly unto Death and him ; 
Faine would he have forgot what fatall strings 
Eternally bind each rebellious limbe. 
He shooke himselfe, and spread his spatious wings : 
Which like two bosom'd sailes, embrace the dimme 
Aire, with a dismall shade ; but all in vaine : 
Of sturdy adamant is his strong chaine. 

XIX. 

While thus Heav*n*s highest counsails, by the low 
Footsteps of their effects, he traced too well, 
He tost his troubled eyes : embers that glow 
Now with new rage, and wax too hot for Hell : 
With his foule clawes he fenc*d his furrowed brow. 
And gave a gastly shreeke, whose horrid yell 

Ran trembling through the hollow vaidts of Night, 
The while his twisted tayle he gnaw'd for spight. 

XX. 

Tet on the other side, faine would he start 

Above his feares, and thinke it cannot be. 

He studies Scripture, strives to sound the heart 

And feele the pulse of every prophecy ; 

He knows (but knowes not how, or by what art) 

The HeaVn-expecting ages hope to see 

A mighty Babe, Whose pure, unspotted birth 
From a chast virgin wombe, should blesse the Earth. 
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XSI. 

But these vast mysteries bis senses smother, 
. And reason (for what's faith to him 1) devoure. 

How she that is a maid should prove a mother, 

Yet keepe inviolate her virgin flower ; 

How God's etemall Sonne should be Man's brother, 

Poseth his proudest intellectuall power. 
How a pnre Spirit should incarnate bee, 
And Life it selfe weare Death's &aile liveiy. 

xxii. 
That the great ongell-blinding Light should ehrinke 
His blaze, to shine in a poore shepherd's eye : 
That the nnmeasur'd God so low should sinke, 
As pris'ner in a few poore tags to lye : 
That from His mother's brest He milke should drinke, 
Who feeds with nectar Heav'n's faire family : 
That a vile manger His low bed should prove, 
Who in a throne of stars thunders above. 

xxin. 
That He Whom the sun serves, should faintly peepe 
Throi^h clouds of infant flesh : that He the old 
Etemall Word should be a child, and weepe : 
That He Who made the Hre, should fearo the cold : 
That Heav'n's hiyh Majesty His court should keepe 
In a clay-cottage, by each blast contiol'd : 

That Glorie's Self should serve our griefs and feares, 

And free Eternity, submit to yeares. 
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XXIV. 

And further, that the Lawe's etemall Giver 
Should bleed in His Owne Lawe's obedience : 
And to the circumciBing knife deliver 
Himaelfe, the forfet of His slave's offence : 
That the unblemisht Lambe, blessed for ever, 
Should take the marke of sin, and paine of sence. 
These are the knotty riddles, whose darke doubt 
Intangles his lost thoughts, past getting out. 

XXV. 

While new thoughts boyl'd in his enraged brest. 

His gloomy bosome*s darkest character 

Was in his shady forehead seen expreet : 

The forehead's shade in Griefe's expression there. 

Is what in signe of joy among the blest 

The face's lightning, or a smile is here. 

Those stings of care that his strong heart opprest, 
A desperate, Oh mee ! drew from his deepe brest. 

XXVI. 

Oh mee ! (thus bellow'd he) Oh mee ! what great 
Portents before mine eyes their powers advance 1 
And serves my purer sight, onely to beat 
Downe my proud thought, and leave it in a trance 1 
Frowne I : and can great Nature keep her seat 1 
And the gay starrs lead on their golden dance ? 
Can His attempts above still prosp'rous be. 
Auspicious still, in spight of Hell and me ? 
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XXX. 

Art thou not Lucifer ? he to whom the droves 
Of stars that gild the Mome, in charge were given ? 
The nimblest of the lightning- winged loves, 
The fairest, and the first-borne smile of Heav*n 1 
Looke in what pompe the mistnsse planet moves 
Reverently circled by the lesser seaven : 

Such, and so rich, the flames that from thine eyes, 
Opprest the common-people of the skyes. 

XXXI. 

Ah wretch ! what bootes thee to cast back thy eyes. 
Where dawning hope no beame of comfort showes ? 
While the reflection of thy forepast joyes, 
Renders thee double to thy present woes : 
Rather make up to thy new miseries. 
And meet the mischiefe that upon thee growe& 

If Hell must mourne, Heav'n sure shall sympathize, 
What force cannot effect, fraud shall devise. 

XXXII. 

And yet whose force feare 1 1 have I so lost 
My selfe ? my strength too with my innocence ? 
Come try who dares, Heav'n, Earth, what ere doth boast 
A borrowed being, make thy bold defence. 
Come thy Creator too : What though it cost 
Me yet a second fall ? wee'd try our strengths : 
Heav'n saw us struggle once ; as brave a fight 
Earth now should see, and tremble at the sight. 
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Thug spoke th' impntieiit prince, anil made a pause : 
Hia foule hi^ja raia'd their heads, and clapt their hands, 
And all the powers of Hell iu full applause 
Flourisht their snakes, and tost their flaming brands. 
We (said the horrid sisterB) wait thy lawes, 
Th' obsequious handmaids of thy high commands ; 
Be it thy part. Hell's mighty lord, to lay 
()n us thy dread command, our's to obey. 



What thy Alectu, what these hunils can doe, 
Tliou mad'st bold proofe upon the brow of Heav'ii. 
Sot should'st thou bate in pride, because that now 
To these thy sooty kingdomos thou art driven. 
Let Ueav'n's Lord chide above lowder than thou 
In language of Ilis thunder, thou art even 
With Him below : here thou art lord alone, 
Boundlesse and absolute : Hell is thine owne. 

XXXV. 

If usuall wit, and strength will due no good, 
Vertues of stones, nor herbes : use stronger channes. 
Anger and love, liest hookes of humane blood. 
If all faile, weo'I put on our proudest armes, 
And pouring on Heav'u's tare the Sea's huge flood 
Queneb His eurl'd fires : wee'I waku with our alarmes 
Ruino, where e're sbo sleepes at Nature's feet : 
And crush the World till His wide eoruers meet. 
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XXXVI. 

Reply'd the proud king, O my crowne's defence, 
Stay of my strong hopes, you of whose braye worth, 
The frighted stars tooke fisiint experience, 
When 'gainst the Thunder's mouth we marched forth : 
Still you are prodigall of your Love's expence 
In our great projects, both 'gainst Heav'n and Earth : 
I thanke you aU, but one must single out : 
Cruelty, she alone shall cure my doubt. 

xxxvii. 

Fourth of the cursed knot of hags is shee. 

Or rather all the other three in one ; 

Hell's shop of slaughter shee do's oversee. 

And still assist the execution. 

But chiefly there do's she delight to be. 

Where Hell's capacious cauldron is set on : 

And while the black soules boile in their own gore. 
To hold them down, and looke that none seeth o're. 

XXXVIII. 

Thrice howl'd the caves of Night, and thrice the sound, 
Thundring upon the bankes of those black lakes, 
Eung through the hollow vaults of Hell profound : 
At last her listning eares the noise o're takes. 
She lifts her sooty lampes, and looking round, 
A gen'rall hisse from the whole tire of snakes 

Rebounding, through Hell's inmost cavemes came, 

In answer to her formidable name. 



SO8FETT0 D UERODE. 109 

XXXIX. 

'Mongst all the palaces in Ueli'a command. 

No one so mercileBse as this of bar's. 

The adamantine doors, for ever stand 

Impeiietrable, both to pTai'rs and teares ; 

The walls inexorable Steele, no hand 

Of Time, or teeth of hungry Rmne foares. 

Their ugly ornaments are the bloody staines 

Of ra^ed limbs, torne sculls, and dasht-out braines. 

XL. 

There has the purple Vengeance a ])roud seat 
Whose ever-brandisht sword is sheath'd in blood : 
About her Hate, Wrath, Warre and Slaughter sweat ; 
Bathing theii; hot limbs in life's pretious flood : 
There rude impetuous Rage do's storme and fret. 
And there as master of this murd'Hng brood. 

Swinging ahuge sith stands impartiall Death : scj/lhe 
With endlesse businesse almost out of breath. 

XLI. 

For hangings and for curtainea, all along 
The walls (abominable ornaments !) 
Are toolea of wrath, anvills of torments hung ; 
Fell executioners of foule intents, 
Nailes, hammers, hatchets sharpe, and holteis strong, 
Swoids, speares, with all the fatall instruments 
Of Sin and Death, twice dipt in the-dire staines 
Of brothers' mutuall blood, and iathere' biainos. 



110 808PETTO D* HERODE. 

XLll. 

The tables fumisht with a cursed feast 

Which Harpyes, with leane Famine feed upon, 

Vnfill'd for ever. Here among the rest, 

Inhumane Erisicthon too makes one ; 

Tantalus, Atreus, Progne, here are guests : 

Wolvish Lycaon here a place hath won. 
The cup they drinke in is Medusa's scull, 
Which mixtwith gall and blood they quaflfe brim-full. 

XLIII. 

The foule queen's most abhorred maids of honour, 
Mcdsea, Jezabell, many a meager witch. 
With Circe, Scylla, stand to wait upon her : 
But her best huswife's are the Parcse, which 
Still worke for her, and have their wages &om her : 
They prick a bleeding heart at every stitch. 

Her cruell cloathes of costly threds they weave. 
Which short-cut lives of murdred infants leave. 

XLIV. 

The house is hers'd about with a black wood, heartsed 
Which nods with many a heavy-headed tree : 
Each flowers a pregnant poyson, try'd and good, 
Each herbe a plague. The wind*s sighes timed bee 
By a black fount, which weeps into a flood. 
Through the thick shades obscurely might you see 
^linotaures, Cyclopses, with a darkc drove 
Of Dragons, Hydraes, Sphinxes, fill the grovq. 
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Here Diomed'e horsee, Phereua' (logs appeare, 
With the Gerce lyona of TherodamaB. 
Busiris has hb bloody altar here : 
Here Sylla hia severest prison has : 
The Leatrigonians hero their table reore : 
Here strong Procrustes plants his bed of hiasse : 
Here cniell Scyron boasts hia bloody rockes 
And hatefull Schinis hie so feared oakee. 

XL VI, 

What ever schemes of blood, fantastick Frames 

Of death, Mezentiua or Geryon drew ; 

Phalaris, Ochus, Ezelinos : names 

Mighty in mischiefe ; with dread Nero too ; 

Here are they all, here all the swords or flames 

Assyrian tyrants or Egyptian knew. 

Such was the bouse,, so furmsht was the hall, 
Whence the fourth Fury answe^d Pluto's call. 

Scarce to this monster could the shady king 
The homd summe of his intentions tell ; 
But ahee (swift as the momentary wing 
Of lightning, or the words he spoke) left Hell. 
She rose, and with hei to oui World did bring 
Pale proofe of her fell presence ; th' aire too well 
With a chang'd countenance witnest the sight, 
And poore fowles intercepted in their flight. 
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XLVIII. 

Heav'n saw her rise, and saw Hell in the sight : 
The fields' faire eyes saw her, and saw no more, 
But shut their flowry lids for ever : Night 
And Winter strow her way : yea, such a sore 
Is she to Nature, that a generall fright, 
An universal palsie spreading o're 

The face of things, from her dire eyes had run, 
Had not her thick snakes hid them from the sun. 

XLIX. 

Now had the Night's companion from her dew, 
Where all the husie day she close doth ly. 
With her soft wing wipt from the brow6s of men 
Day's sweat ; and by a gentle tyranny 
And sweet oppression, kindly cheating them 
Of all their cares, tam'd the rebellious eye 
Of Sorrow, with a soft and downy hand. 
Sealing all brests in a Lethsean band. 

li. 
When the Erinnys her black pineons spread, 
And came to Bethlem, where the cruell king 
Had now retyr'd himselfe, and borrowed 
His brest a while from Care's unquiet sting ; 
Such as at Thebes' dire feast she shew'd her head, 
Her sulphur-breathed torches brandishing : 
Such to the frighted palace now she comes, 
And with soft feet searches the silent roomcs. 
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By Herod now was borne 

The acepter, which of old great David swaid ; 
Whose right by David's linage bo long wome, lineage. 
Himeclfe a stranger to, his owne had made ; 
And from the head of Judah'a house quite tome 
The crowne, for which upon their necks he laid 
A sad yoake, under which they sigh'd in vainc, 
And looking on their lost state sigh'd againe. 
I.I I, 
Vp, through the spatioua pallace passfed she, 
To where the king's proudly-reposed head 
(If any can be soft to Tyranny 
And selfe-tormenting sin) had a soft bed. 
She thinkes not fit, such, he her face sliouM sec, 
As it is seene in Hell, and seen with dread. 
To change her face's stile she doth devise, 
And in a pale ghost's shape to spare his eyes. 

Her selfe a while she layes aside, and makes 

Ready to personate a mortall part. 

loBeph, the king's dead brother's shape, she takes : 

What he by nature was, is she by art. 

She comes to th' king, and with her cold hand slakes 

His spirits (the sparkcs of life) and chills his heart, 
Life's forge ; fain'd is her voice, and false too, be 
Her words: 'sleep'st thou, fond man? sleep's! thouf 
said she. 
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LIV. 

So sleeps a pilot, whose pooro barke is prest 
With many a mercylesse o're-mastring wave ; 
For whom (as dead) the wrathfull winds contest 
Which of them deep'st shall digge her watry grave. 
Why dost thou let thy brave soule lye snpprest 
In death-like slumbers, while thy dangers crave 
A waking eye and hand ? looke vp and see 
The Fates ripe, in their great conspiracy. 

LV. 

Know'st thou not how of th* Hebrewes' royall stemme 
(That old dry stocke) a despair'd branch is sprung : 
A most strange Babe ! Who here conceal'd by them 
In a neglected stable lies, among 
Beasts and base straw : Already is the streame 
Quite turn'd : th* ingratefull rebells, this their young 
Master (with voyce free as the trumpe of Fame) 
Their new King, and thy Successour proclamo. 

LVI. 

What busy motions, what wild engines stand 
On tiptoe in their giddy braynes ! th* have fire 
Already in their bosomes, and their hand 
Already renches at a sword ; they hire 
Poysons to speed thee ; yet through all the Land 
What one comes to reveale what they conspire ? 

Goe now, make much of these; wage still their wars 
And bring home on thy brest, more thanklesse scarra. 
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Why did I spend my life, and spill my blood, 
That thy firme hand for ever might anstaine 
A wellpois'd scepter ) does it now seeine good 
Thy brother's blood be spilt, life spent in Taine 1 
'Gainst thy owne sons and brothers thou hast stood 
In armes, when lesser cause was to complaine : 

And now crosse Fates a watch about thee keepe, 
Can'stthoubecarelessenowl now can'st thou sleopT 

LVlll. 

Where art thou man) what cowardly mistake 
Uf thy great selfe, hath stolne king Herod from thoc t 
O call thy selfe home to thy self, wake, wake, 
And fence the hanging sword Heav'ti throws upon thee. 
Hedeome a worthy wrath, rouse thee, and shake 
Thy selfe into a shape that may become thee. 
Bo Herod, and thou shalt not misse from mce 
Immortall stings to thy great thoughts, and thee. 



^o said, her richest snake, which to her wrist 

For a beseeming bracelet she had ty'd 

(A spcciall worms it was as ever kist 

The foamy lips of Cerberus) she apply'd 

To the king's heart : the snake no sooner hist. 

But Yertue beard it, and away she hy'd : 

Dire ilames diffuse themselves through every vo 
This done, home to her Hell she hy'd amaine. 
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LX. 

He wakes, and with him (ne're to sleepe) new feares : 
His sweat-bedewed bed hath now betraid him 
To a vast field of thomes ; ten thousand speares 
All pointed in his heart seem'd to invade him : 
So mighty were th* amazing characters 
With which his feeling dreamo had thus dismayed him, 
He his owne fancy-framed foes defies : 
In rage, My armes, give me my armes, ho cryes. 

LXI. 

As when a pile of food-preparing fire, 
The breath of artificiall lungs embraves, 
The caldron-prison*d waters streight conspire 
And beat the hot brasse with rebellious waves ; 
Ho murmurs, and rebukes their bold desire ; 
Th' impatient liquor frets, and foames, and raves. 
Till his o're-flowing pride suppresse the flame 
Whence all his high spirits and hot courage came. 

LXII. 

So boyles the fired Herod's blood-swolne brest, 
Not to be slak't but by a sea of blood : 
His faithlesse crowne he feeles loose on his crest, 
Which a false tyrant's head ne're firmely stood. 
The worme of jealous envy and unrest 
To which his gnaw'd heart is the growing food. 
Makes him, impatient of the lingring light, 
Hate the sweet peace of all-composing Night. 
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LXlll. 

A thouaand prophecies that talkc strange things 
Had sowno of old theao doubts in his deepe hrest. 
And now of late came tributary kings. 
Bringing him nothing but new feares from th' East, 
More deepe suspiciona, and moro deadly stings. 
With "which his feav'rous cares their cold iucreast. 
And now his dream (Hel's firebaud) still more bright, 
Sbew'd him his feares, and k ill'd him with the sight. 

No sooner therefore shall the Morning sec 
(Night hangs yet heavy on the lids of Day) 
But all the counsellours must suromoo'd bee, 
To meet their troubled lord : without delay 
Heralds and messengers immediately 
Are sent about, who poaating every way 
To th' heads and officers of every band, 
Declare who sends, and what is bis command. 

LXV. 

Wliy art thou troubled, Herod 1 what vaino feare 
Tliy blood-revolving breat to rage dotli movcl 
Heaven's King, Who doffs Himsclfe weak flcah to weare, 
Comes not to rule in wrath, but serve in love. 
Sor would He this thy fear'd crown from thcc toaro, 
But give thee a better with llimscire above. 
I'oor jealousie ! why should He wish to prey 
Vpon thy crowne. Who gives His owno away ? 
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LXVI. 

Make to thy reason, man, and mock thy doubts, 
Looke how below thy feares their causes are ; 
Thou art a souldier, Herod ; send thy scouts, 
See how Hee*8 fumish't for so fear'd a warre ? 
What armour does He weare ] A few thin clouts. 
His trumpets ? tender cries ; His men to dare 

So much ? rude shepheards : what His steeds 1 alas 
Poore beasts ! a slow oxe and a simple asse. 

// flue del primo Lihro, 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

See our Essay for critical remarks on the original and Cba- 
siiAw's interpretation. These things may be recorded : 

St. viii. line 6. *■ (His shop of flames) he fria himself.' 
This verb * fries,' like ' stick' and some others, had not in Eliza- 
bethan times and later, that colloquial, and therefore in each 
H context Indicroas, sound that it has to us. In Mjaux>WB'K 
or Jonson's translation of Ovid's fifteenth elegy (book i.) the 
two lines which originally ran thus, 

' Lofty LucrutiiiB shall livu that hour 
That Natun» shall ditwolve this earthly bower," 

were afterwards altered by Jonson himself to, 

* Tlien -hall Lucrotiiw' lofty niiml)erg die. 
When earth uiul fteax in tire and flame Hhall /rie.' 

In another way one of our most ludicrous-serious experiences 
of printers' errors was in a paper contributed by us to an Ame- 
rican religious periodical. The subject was Affliction, and we 
remarked that God still, as of old with the * three children' (so- 
called) permits His people to be put into the furnace of * fiery 
trials,' wherein He tries them whether they be ore or dross. 
To our horror we found the t changed into /, and so read sensa- 
tionally */rie»' — all the worse that some might think it the 
author's o\^'n word. 

St. xx^iii. and xxx. The star Lucifer orPhoBporoB, to whom 
* the droves of stars that guild the mom, in charge were given,' 
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can DetGT climb the N»rtb nr reicli tbe Eeuith, being conqil ere d 
liy the eifiilKimcu of the Bnn of day. Wban did tlie fatle of lliu 
nngii] Lnoifer, foonded on an AtttronomiaiiJ appearance, mioglu 
itself SB it liaa done here, and grandly in MiLtov. and in tho 
popalu mind generally, iritli the biblical hiBtory of Satiui f 

St. xxxvi. line a. TcBNnnLi. pecptlnatoa the miBprint of 
' whoae' for ' my' from IfiTO. 

St. Ij. line 3, ' Iina«a'= ' lineage.' For once ICTU is correct 
in reading 'linage' for the misprint ' iraagu' ol l'14l> and IMH. 
The original i« literallj m foUotira : 
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8t, lii. line U, ' a special worm :' ao BQAEEsrEARE jAnt. and 
Cleopatra, t. 3), ' tho pretty worm' and ' Ibe worm.' 

Bt. U. Every one will he reminded of tho teDt-Bcene ill 
Richard III. 

At end of this translation PERitontsE FmLtiFti adde * cetera 
derant— hen I hen I' 

Marino and Chabhaw have left proper uames in the poem no- 
anoolated. They arc moBtly trite i bat Iheee may be noticed : at. 
xlii. 1. 4, Eriaichton |ace Ovid, Msi. viii. 814 &o.) ; be offended 
Cores, and was by herpamahedirith eontinaol hnnjicr, eo that he 
devonred hie own limba : line S, Tantalnii the Tabled boq of Zena 
and Plato, vboae doom in the ' lower world,' has been cele- 
tirated from Homer {Oil. xi. SS3) onward ; ib. Atrena, grandson of 
Tanlalae, immortalised in infamy with hia brother Thyeates : ib. 
ProgDe=Procne. wife ol TerenB, who was metamorphosed into 
BBwallow(ApDllod, iii. 14,R): 1. 6. Lycaon. like TantalnB, wllL 
his BODB changed bj Zens into wolves (Ovid ; Pana. viii. 8, J 1) ; 
at. iliii. line 2, Medea, most famons ot the mythical aoroerorB : 
ih. Jexehel. 2 Kings ix. 10, SB : line 8, Circe, another mythionl 
BDrcerpas; Scylla, daughter of Typho and rival of Circe, who 
translonncd her (Orid, ilet. liv, 1-T4); cf. Paradise Lost: 
line 4. the Parcffl-_-the Falts, ever spinning : at. lliv. lines 7-B, 
all clnaaic monsters: at. xlv. line 1, ' Diomed's borsea'^the 
fabled ■ marcs' ted on hnmnn flesh (Apollod. ii. S, jj 8) : ' Pho- 
rens' dogs,' or Ferens of mythical celebrity : line 2, Thoroda- 
maa or Theromedon, king of Boythia, who fed lions with hnman 
blood (Ovid, Uni 385, Pont. i. 2. 131) : line S, Basins, aeeoei- 
ated with Oairia of Ei^pt ; bnt Herodotas denies that the Eg^p- 
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tians ever offered hnman sacrifices : line.4, Sylla = StUla : line 
5, Lestrigonians, ancient inhabitants of Sicily who fed on hn- 
man flesh (Ovid, Met. xiv. 233, &c.) : line 6, Procmstes, i.e. the 
Stretcher, being a surname of the famous robber Damastes 
(Ovid, Met. vii. 438) : line 7, Scyron, or Sciron (Ovid, Met. vii. 
444-447), who threw his captives from the rocks : line 8, Schinis, 
more accurately Sinis or Sinnis, a celebrated robber, his name 
being connected with trivoiiat^ expressing the manner in which he 
tore his victims to pieces by tying them to branches of two 
trees, which he bent together and then let go (Ovid, Met. vii. 
440) ; according to some he was sumamed Procrustes, but Marino 
and Crashaw distinguish the two : st. xlvi. line 2, Mezentius, a 
mythical king of the Etruscans (Virgil, Mneid^ viii. 480, &c.) ; 
he put men to death by tying them to a corpse : ib. Geryon, a 
fabulous king of Hesperia (Apollod. ii. 5, § 10); under this 
name the very reverend Dr. J. H. Newman has composed one 
of his most remarkable poems : line 3, Phalaris, the tyrant of 
Sicily, whose * brazen bull' of torture gave point to Cicero's 
words concerning him, as * crudelissimns omnium tyrannorum' 
(in Verr. iv. 33) : ib. Ochus — Artaxerxes III. a merciless king 
of Persia : ib. Ezelinus or Ezzelinus, another wicked tyrant. 
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WiTB all the powrea my poor heart hath i 

Of humblo loue and loyall faith, 
Thus lowe (my hidden life !) I bow to Thee 
Whom too much loue hath boVd more low for me. 
Down, down, proud Sense ! diacouraoa dy ! 5 

Keep close, my soul's inquiring ej ! 
Nor touch, nor fast, must look for more 
But each eitt still in his own dorc. 

Your ports are all superfluous here. 
Sane that which lets in Faith, the eare. 10 

Faith is my skill ; Faith can beleiue 
As fast as Loue new lawcs can giue. 
Faith is my force : Faith strength affords 
To keep pace with those powrfull words. 
And words more sure, more sweet then they, 15 

Loue could not think. Truth could not say. 

O let Thy wretch find tliat roleife 
Thou didst afford the faithful theife. 

' Appeared first in 'Siepa' nf 1648 (pp. 74 -75) : WM reprinled in 
iea2tpp. 66-69) and 1670 (pp. 185-187}. Our text is Uiat ol lehi-: 
bat see Kotca and Illuatralions at close of (lie poem, aod our Ees*7 
for critical remarks. The engraving of 1G52 is reproduced in our 
illuitraled quarto edition. G, 

vnu I. n 
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Pleail for me, Loue I alleage and show 

That Faitli has farther here to goe 20 

And lessc to lean on : because than theti 

Though hidd as God, wounds with Thee man : 

Thomas might touch, none but might see 

At least the suffring side of Tliee ; 

And that too was Thy self which Thee did couer, 25 

But here eu*n that's hid too which hides the other. 

Sweet, consider then, that I 
Though allow'd nor hand nor eye 
To reach at Thy lou'd face ; nor can 
Tast Thee God, or touch Thee man, 30 

Both yet beleiue ; and witnesse Thee 
My Lord too and my God, as lowd as he. 

Help, Lord, my faith, my hope increase. 
And fill my portion in Thy peace : 
Giue loue for life ; nor let my dayes 35 

Grow, but in new powros to Thy name and pmisc. 

O dear memoriall of that Deatli 
Which liues still, and allowes vs breath I 
Rich, royall food I Bountyfull bread ! 
MTiose vse denyes vs to the dead ; 40 

Whose vitall gust alone can giue 
The same leaue both to eat and Hue ; 
IJue euer bread of loues, and be 
My life, my soul, my surer-selfe to mee. 

soft self- wounding Pelican! 45 

Whoso brest wtjept^s balm for wounded man : 
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Ah ! this way bend Thy beni^ floud 

To a bleeding heart that gaspes for blood. 

'lliat blood, whose least diops soueraign be 

To wash ray worlds of ains from me. 50 

Come Loue ! come Lord ! and that long day 

For which I languish, come away. 

When this diy aoul those eyes shall see, 

And drink the vnseal'd Bourse of Thee ; 

When Glor/B sun, Faith's shades shall chase, 55 

And for Thy veil giue me Thy face. Amen. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 
The origiokl Utle is 'A Hjmne to our SsTioiir b^ theFaith- 

fuU fieceiver of Uie Saarament.' As before in tlie title of ' The 
Weeper' ' Samte' ia misspelled ' Ssntte.' 
Line 1 in 1618 reads 'power.' 
.. B, ' sitt still in his own dore.' 

,. 9, ' ports' = openingB or galea. So in Edinburgh the 
■ West-port' = a gate of the citj in the old west wall. 

Line 21, ' than' = ' then.' See onr Phineas FijEtCBBB, as 

Line S9, Tuhnbull leaves undetected the 1670 miaprint of 
* teach' for ' reach.' 

Line 33, 1648 anppliefl ' my faith,' vhich in onr text is in. 
advertentl; dropped ; 1670 oontinnes the error, which of coarao 
TuBKBCLL repeated. 

Line 36, 1670 edition reads ' Grow, bat in new pow'ra to 
name th; Praise.' 

Lines 37-38 are inadvertentl<^ omitted in 1648 edition. 

Onr text, as will be seen, is arranged in etan^iaa atirregnlar 
form. Id 1648 edition it is one continnoug poem thna printed : 



LAVDA SIGN SALVATOREM: 

THE HYMN FOB THE BL. 8ACBAMEMT.* 

I. 

KiSE, royall Sion ! rise and sing 
Thy soul's kind shcpheard, thy hart*6 King. 
Stretch all thy powres ; call if you can 
Harpes of heaiin to hands of man. 
This soueraign subject sitts aboue 
The best ambition of thy loue. 

II. 
Lo, the Bread of Life, this day's 
Triumphant text, prouokes thy prayse : iticites 
The lining and life-giuing bread 
To the great twelue distributed ; 
When Life, Himself, at point to dy 
Of loue, was His Own legacy. 

III. 
Come, Loue ! and let vs work a song 
Lowd and pleasant, sweet and long ; 
Lot lippes and hearts lift high the noise 
Of so iust and solemn ioyes, 
Which on His white browes this bright day 
Shall hence for euer boar away. 

» Appeared originally in * Steps' of 1648 (pp. 76-78), where the 
title ifl 'A Ilymne on the B. Sacrament:* reprinted in 1652 (pp. 70- 
73) and 1670 (pp. 187-190). Our text is that of 1652^ but see Notes 
at close of tlic poem. G. 
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IV. 

Lo, the new law of a new Lord, 
With a new Lamb blesses the board : 
The aged Pascha pleads not yeares 
But spyes Loue's dawn, and disappeares. , 
Types yield to truthes ; shades shrink away ; 
And their Night dyes into our Day. 

V. 

But lest that dy too, we are bid 
Euer to doe what He once did : 
And by a mindfull, mystick breath 
That we may line, reuiue His death ; 
With a well-bles't bread and wine, 
Transsum*d and taught to turn diuine. 

The Heaun-instructed house of Faith 
Here a holy dictate hath. 
That they but lend their form and face ; — 
Themselues with reuerence leaue their place. 
Nature, and name, to be made good, 
By a nobler bread, more needfull blood. 



VII. 



Where Nature's lawes no leaue will giuc. 
Bold Faith takes heart, and dares beleiue 
In different species : name not things. 
Himself to me my Saviovr brings ; 
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As meat in that, as drink in this, 
But still in both one Christ He is. 

VIII. 

The receiuing mouth here makes 
Nor wound nor breach in what he takes. 
Let one, or one thovsand be 
Here diuiders, single he 
Bcares home no lesse, all they no more. 
Nor leauc they both lesse then before. 

IX. 

Though in it self this soverain Feast 
Be all the same to euery guest. 
Yet on the same (life-meaning) Bread 
The child of death eates himself dead : 
Nor is't Loue's fault, but Sin's dire skill 
lliat thus from Life can death distill. 

X. 

When the blest signes thou broke shalt see 
Hold but thy faith intire as Ho 
Who, howsoe're clad, cannot come 
Lesse then whole Christ in euery crummc. 
In broken formes a stable Faith 
Vntouch't her precious totall hath. 

XI. 

So the life-food of angells then 
Bow'd to the lowly mouths of men ! 



ITic children's Bread, tlie Bridogroom's Wine ; 
Not to bo cast to doggee, or awine. 

XII. 

Lo, the full, finall Sacrifice 
On which all figures fix't their eyee : 
The ransom'd leack, and hia rammo ; 
The manna, and the paRchal lamb. 

XII!. 

legv Master, iust and true ! 
Our food, and faithful! Shephard too ! 
by Thy self Touchsafe to keep. 
As with Thy aelfe Thou feed'st Thy ehoep. 

XIV. 
let that louc which thus makes Theo 
Mix with OUT low mortality. 
Lift out lean soules, and aott vs vp 
Con-victore of Thine Own full cup. 
Coheirs of saints. That so all may 
Drink the same wine ; oiid the same way : 
Nor change the pastvTe, but the place, 
To feed of Thee, in Thine Own face. Amen. 

NOTES. 

In 1648, line S has ' thon' for ' you ;' line i ' snd' for ' Ui ;' 
line a, ' ambiUoQB :' line 19, ' LorJ' is misprinted ' Lav :' line 
SO, 'naiDCE:' line 42 Bpells 'one' as 'on:' line S6, our text 
(IG52) nuBprints ' Ehall :' lino 76, 1648 rends ' mean' tor 'lean.' 



PRAYER: 

AN ODE WHICH WAS PILSFIXED TO A LITTLE PBATER-BOOK 
OIVEN TO A YOUNG OENTLE-WOMAN.* 



Lo here a little volume, but great book ! i 

(Feare it not, sweet, 

It is no hipocrit) 
Much larger in itselfe then in its looke. 

A nest of new-born sweets ; 5 

Whose natiue fires disdaining 

To ly thus folded, and complaining 

Of these ignoble sheets, 

AiSect more comly bands 

(Fair one) from thy kind hands ; i o 

And confidently look 

To find the rest 
Of a rich binding in your brest. 
It is, in one choise handfull, Heauvn ; and all 
Heaun's royall host ; incampt thus small 1 5 

^ Appeared originally in * Steps' of 1646 (pp. 74-78), where it la 
headed ' On a prayer booke sent to Mrs. M. R. :' was reprinted in 1648 
(pp. 78-82), where the title differs from that of 1652 (pp. 108-112) in 
leaving out ' Prayer* and ' little,' and in 1670 as in 1646. Our text 
is that of 1652 ; but see Notes and Illustrations at dose and on 
M. R. in our Essay. G. 
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To proue that true, Schoolea vse to tell, 

Ten thousand angels in one point can dwell 

It is Loue's great ortiller}' 

Which here contracts it self, and comes to ly i 

Close-couch't in your white hosom ; and irom thence 

As from a snowy fortresse of defence, 

Against the ghostly foes to take your part. 

And fortify the hold of your chast heart. 

It is an armory of light ; 

Let constant vse but keep it bright, 

You'l find it yields 
To holy hands and humble hearte 

More swords and sheilds 
Then sin hath snares, or Hell hath darts. 

Only be sure 

The hands bo pure 
That hold these weapons ; and the eyes 
Those of turtles, chast and true ; 

Wakeful! and wise : 
Here is a freind shall fight for you ; 
Hold but this book before your heart, 
Let prayer alone to play his part ; 

But O the heart 

That studyes this high art 

Must be a sure house-keeper : 

And yet no sleeper. 

Hoar soul, he strong ! 

Mercy will come e're long 



'5 
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And bring his bosome fraught with blessings, 

Flowers of neuer-fading graces 45 

To make immortaU dressings 

For worthy soules, whose wise embraces 

Store vp themselues for Him, Who is alone 

The Spovse of virgins and the virgin's Son. 

But if the noble Bridegroom, when He come, 50 

Shall find the loytering heart from home ; 

Leaning her chast aboad 

To gadde abroad 
Among the gay mates of the god of flyes ; 
To take her pleasure, and to play 55 

And keep the deuiU's holyday; 
To dance in th' sunshine of some smiling 

But beguiling 
Spheare of sweet and sugred lyes ; 

Some slippery pair 60 

Of false, perhaps, as fair. 
Flattering but forswearing, eyes ; 
Doubtlesse some other heart 

Will gett the start 
Meanwhile, and stepping in before 65 

Will take possession of that sacred store 
Of hidden sweets and holy ioyes ; 
Words which are not heard with eares 
(Tliose tumultuous shops of noise) 
Effectuall whispers, whose still yoice 70 

Tlie soul it selfe more feeles then heares ; 
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Amorous languishments ; luminous trances ; 

Sights which are not seen with eyes ; 

Spirituall and soul-peircing glances 

Whose pure and subtil lightning flyes 75 

Home to the heart, and setts the house on fire, 

And melts it down in sweet desire 

Yet doth not stay 
To ask the windows' leaue, to passe that way; 
Delicious deaths ; soft exalations 80 

Of soul ; dear and diuine annihilations ; 

A thousand vnknown rites 
Of ioyes and rarefy'd delights ; 
A hundred thousand goods, glories, and graces : 

And many a mystick thing 85 

Which the diuine embraces 
Of the deare Spouse of spirits, with them will bring. 

For which it is no shame 
That dull mortality must not know a name. 

Of all this hidden store 90 

Of blessings, and ten thousand more 

(If when He come 

He find the heart from home) 

Doubtlesse He will vnload 

Himself some other where, 95 

And poure abroad 

His pretious sweets 
On the fair soul whom first He meets. 
O fair, fortunate ! riche ! dear ! 
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happy and thrice-happy she loo 

Deare silver-breasted dove 

Who ere she be, 

Whose early loue 

With winged vowes 
Makes hast to meet her morning Spouse, 105 

And close with His immortall kisses. 
Happy indeed, who neuer misses 
To improue that pretious hour, 

And euery day 

Seize her sweet prey, 1 1 o 

All fresh and fragrant as He rises, 
Dropping with a baulmy showr, 
A delicious dew of spices ; 
O let the blissfull heart hold it fast 
Her hcaunly arm-full ; she shall tast 1 1 5 

At once ten thousand paradises ; 

She shall haue power 

To rifle and deflour 
The rich and roseall spring of those rare sweets 
Which with a swelling bosome there she meets : 120 

Boundles and infinite 

Bottomles treasures 

Of pure inebriating pleasures. 
Happy proof 1 she shal discouer 

What ioy, what blisse, 125 

How many heau*ns at once it is 
To haue her God become her Lover. 



N0TE8 AND ILLUSTRATIONB. 
Thstait of 1648 corresponda pretty closely, except in the 
Qaaal cbuigeB of orthography, with oar ts^t (1052) ; uid 1670, 
in tike maimer, toUowa Uiat at 1646. 1616 editioD fnmiahea 
some noticeable Tariatioua : 
Line 1, ' large' for 'great.' 
„ 2-4 Tcatored to their place here. Tdbmbulj. gives thsm 
in a foot-note with this remark: ' Bo in the Paris editian ot 
1662. Id all the others, 

It la no hypocrite. 
MoQh JATgET in Itself, tJioiL 111 lu t»uk.' 
This is a mistake. The only edition that omits the lines (6-13) 
beaides the flrat (1646) and anbatitntea these three ia that of 1670. 
Lines 5-13 not in 1616 edition: first appeared in 1618 editian. 
„ 14. ' choise' tor ' rich.' 
„ 15, ' hoaals' for ' host.' 
., 17, ■ Ten thoneand.' 

„ 2U. Oar teit(1653)hereandelsewheremiBread»' their:' 
silently corrected. 

Line 22. Oar text (1652) misprintB 'their* for 'the:' m 
' the' ia the reading of IBIS and 1670, I have adopted it. 
Line 24, ' the' for ' an.' 
„ 27, ' hand' for 'hands.' 
„ 37, 1618 edition bos ' its' tor ' bis.' ' 
„ 41. Onr text (1652) oddly misprinte ' besom' for ' bo- 
some :' the latter reading in 1616, 1648 and 1670 vindicates 
itself. 1646 reads ' her' and 1616 ' its' tor ' his.' 

„ 61, ' Tandring' tor 'loytsring.' 

„ 54. The allaeion is to one ot the names ot Satan, viz. 
Baal-zebnb = fly-god, dnnghill-god. 
Line 55, ' pleasnres.' 
.. 57. Om- text (1652) inadvertenOy drops ' in.' 1618 
has ' i' th'.' 

Line 69. Onr text misprints ' spheares : ' 1S48 adopts 
' spheare' from 1646 edition. 1670 misprints ' spear.' 
Line 62, ' forswearing :' a classic word. 
„ 61, ' git' is tbe spelling. 
., 66. All tbe editions save onr text (1652) omit ' mean- 
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Line 66, ' the* for ' that/ 

69, * These' for * Those,' hy mistake. 
78, * doth' for * does' I have adopted here. 

83, 1648, by misprint, has * 0' for * Of.' 

84, ' An hundred thousand loyes and graces.' 

„ 90. I have acceptetl * hidden' before * store' from 1646 
edition. 

Line 101. I have also adopted this characteristic line from 
1646 edition. In all the others (except 1670) it is * Selected 
dove.' 

Line 107, * sonle' for * indeed.' 
„ 114, • that' for * the.' 

„ 121 - 122. In 1648 printed as mpra^ the lines probably 
indicating a blank where the ms. was illegible. In our text 
(1652) we have two lines, but no blank indicated. 
Line 124, * sonl' for ' proof.' 
„ 127, • a' for * her.' G. 



TO THE SAME PARTY: 

CdVNCEL CONCEBNIMO HEB CH0I8E.' 

Dear, Heaun-designM sovl ! i 

Amongst the rest 
Of suters that beseige your maiden brest, 

Why may not I 

My fortune try 5 

And venture to speak one good word, 
^ot for my self, alas ! but for my dearer Lord ? 
You have seen allready, in this lower sphear 
Of froth and bubbles, what to look for here : 

^ Appeared originally in ' Steps' of 1648 (pp. 82-84), and was re- 
printed in 1670 (pp. 198.200). Our text is that of 1648; but see 
Notes and Illustrations at close of the poem. 6. 



Say, gentle soul, what can you find 

But painted shapes, 

Peacocks and apea ; 

IlluBtriouB flyes, 
Guilded dunghills, glorious lyes ; 

Goodly Burmises 

And detip disguises, 
Oathes of water, words of wind 1 
Tnrth biddcs me say 'tis time you ceaso to trust 
Your soul to any eon of dust. 
"Tia time you listen to a brauer louv, 

Which from aboue 

Calls you vp higher 

And biddes you come 

And uhoDse your loome 
Among .His own fair sounes of fire ; 

Where you among 

The golden throng ' 
That watches at Hie palace doores 

May passe along. 
And follow thoae fair starres of your's ; 
Starrs much too fair and pure to wait vpon 
The false smiles of a sublunary sun. 
Sweet, let me prophesy that at last t'will proue 

Your wary loue 
Layes vp his purer and more pretious vowes, 
And meanes tliem for a farre more worthy Spovse 
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Then this World of lyes can giue ye : 

Eu'n for Him with Whom nor cost, 

Nor loue, nor labour can be lost ; 

Him Who neuer will deceiue ye. 40 

Let not my Lord, the mighty Loner 

Of soules, disdain that I disconer 

The hidden art 
Of His high stratagem to win your heart : 

It was His heaunly art 45 

Kindly to cross you 

In your mistaken loue ; 

That, at the next remoue 

Thence, He might tosse you 

And strike your troubled heart 50 

Home to Himself ; to hide it in His brest : 

The bright ambrosiall nest 
Of Loue, of life, and euerlasting rest. 

Happy mystake ! 

That thus shall wake 55 

Your wise soul, neuer to be wonne 
Now vrith a loue below the sun. 
Your first choyce failes ; O when you choose agen 
May it not be amongst the sonnes of men. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The firfft line, * To MiBiress M. R. 

Dear, Heav'n-dcsignMl soul/ 
as in 1670, is not to be considered as an unrhymod line, but as 



DESCRIPTION OF A KELIOIOVM I10V8K. 13< 

the oddreBB or Bapeiecription, though bo contrived as not to in- 
terfere with the metre, bat to make s Sve-foot line with the twc 
feet of the trne flret line of the poem. Bo FaroUeB prefftcet 

' Dlu, til? coimt'i ft tool Bud full of gold.' 

lAiri Welll/uUnuU irt»,lv. 3. 

uid LoQgkviUe {I-ovt'i Labour Loit] prefiieB to hiBBOtmet, 

Id fut, it Ib the ' Madam' of a poetical epietle brought ink 
metrical harmony with the Terae. O. 



DESOBIPTION OF A KELIGIOVS IIOVSE 
AND CONDITION OF LIFK 
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No roofee of gold o're riotous tables shining i 

Whole dayeB and biuib, deuour'd with endleaae dining. 

No sailea of Tyrian sylk, proud pauements sweeping, 

Not iuoiy couches costlyer slumber keeping ; 

False lights of flailing gemmes ; tumultuous ioyes ; 5 

Halls full of flattering men and frisking boyes ; 

What'ere false sbowea of short and slippery good 

Mix the mad sons of men in mutuall blood. 

But walkes, and vnsbom woods ; and aoules, iuat so 

Vnforc't and genuine ; but not shady tho. 10 

Out lodgings hard and homely as our fare. 

That cbast and cheap, as the few clothes we weare. 

■ Appeared origioally in 'Slepa' of 1648 (pp. 84-5)^ reprinted in 
16Si (pp. 1!1-S) and 1670 (pp. Z04-5). Our text ia thai of I6.V2, ut 
betiire; bntwe Notes it close of the poein. G. 

VOL. I. T 
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Those, course and negligent, as the naturall lockes 

Of these loose groues ; rough as th' vnpolish't rockes. 

A hasty portion of praescribed sleep ; 1 5 

Obedient slumbers, that can wake and weep, 

And sing, and sigh, and work, and sleep again ; 

Still rowling a round spear of still-returning pain. 

Hands full of harty labours ; paines that pay 

And prize themselves : doe much, that more they may, 20 

And work for work, not wages ; let to-morrow's 

New drops, wash off the sweat of this daye's sorrows. 

A long and dayly-dying life, which breaths 

A respiration of reuiumg deaths. 

But neither are there those ignoble stings 25 

That nip the blossome of the World's best things, 

And lash Earth-labouring souls 

No cruell guard of diligent cares, that keep 
Crown'd woes awake, as things too wise for sleep : 
But reuerent discipline, and religious fear, 30 

And soft obedience, find sweet biding here ; 
Silence, and sacred rest ; peace, and pure ioyes ; 
Kind loues keep house, ly close, make no noise ; 
And room enough for monarchs, while none swells 
Beyond the kingdomes of contentfull cells. 35 

The self-remembring sovl sweetly recouers 
Her kindred with the starrs ; not basely houers 
Below : but meditates her immortall way 
Home to the originall sourse of Light and intellectuall 
day. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

In 1648 the heading is simply * Description of a religious 
house.* The original occurs in Babclay*8 Argenis^ hook v. 
These variations include one important correction of a long- 
standing blunder : 

Line 3, 1648 misprints ' weeping' for * sweeping.' 
4, * costly* for * costlyer.' 
6, * flatt'ring' for • flattering.' 

19-20. Our text (1652), followed by 1670, strangely con- 
fuses this couplet by printing, 

* Hands fnU of harty labonrs ; doe mnch, that more they may.' 
TuBNBULL, as usual, unintelligently repeats the blunder. Even 
in using the text of 1652 exceptionally, if only he found it con- 
firmed by 1670, there was no vigilance. The reading of 1648 
puts all right. 

Line 23. Our text misspells * ding.* 
„ 26. Misprinted ' bosome' in all the editions, and per- 
petuated by TuBNBULL. Line 27 that follows is a break (un- 
rhymed). 

Line 33. 1648 misreads * keep no noise.' G. 



ON MK. GEOKGE HERBERrS BOOKE INTITUL- 
ED THE TEMPLE OF SACRED POEMS. 

SENT TO A GENTLE-WOMAN.* 

Know you, faire, on what you looke ? i 

Divinest love lyes in this booke : 
Expecting fier fipom your faire eyes, 
To kindle this his sacrifice. 

^ Appeared ori^nally in 'Steps' of 1G46 (p. 78): reprinted in edi- 
tions of 1648 (pp. 88-9) and 1G70 (p. CO). Our text is that of 1648, 
with a few adopted readings as noted onward. See our Essay on 
Crashaw*s relation to Herbert. In the Sanciioi-t ms. the heading 



1 40 ON MR. GEORGE HERBERT'S BOOKE. 

When your hands untie these strings, 5 

Think, yo' have an angell by the wings ; 

One that gladly would be nigh, 

To waite upon each morning sigh ; 

To flutter in the balmy aire 

Of youi well-perfumed praier ; 10 

These white plumes of his hee'l lend you, 

Which every day to Heaven will send you : 

To take acquaintance of each spheare. 

And all your smooth-fac'd kindred there. 

And though Herbert's name doe owe 1 5 

These devotions ; fairest, know 

While I thus lay them on the shrine 

Of your white hand, they are mine. 



is ' Ypon Herbert's Temple, sent to a Gentlewoman. R. Cr.* Line 8 
in the ms. speUs * fire,* and has ' faire* before *eyes;* adopted : line 
5th, books were used to be tied with strings: line 6th, 1646, *you 
have . . . th* :' line 7th, ms. reads ' would* for ' will ;* adopted : line 
8th, * to waite on your chast.' G. 




A HYMN TO THE NAME AND HONOR OF 

THE ADMIRABLE SAINTE TERESA : 

FoTndreSBS of the Hetormiition of the discalced CftrmeliteB, 
both men and womeo ; ■ Wamtm for •ogelicall heigth of 
speenlation, for maaonline coarage of performsnce more 
then a woman : who yet & child, ont-rftn mAtDiitj, an'd 

dnrgt plott a Martyrdome ; 



Le Vra; portraict de 8" Terese, Fond&trice des BeligieoMB et 
Religienx refonnez de I'ardre de N. Dame dn mont Carmel: 
Deoedee le i* Octo. 1662. Canoouee le 13' Man. 16S2.I 



TaiE HmNE. 
LocB, thou art absolute sole loi'd i 

Of life and death. To proue the word 
Wee'l now appeal to none of all 
Those thy old souldiera, great and tall. 
Ripe men of martyrdom, that could reach down 5 
With strong armes, their triumphant crown ; 
Such as could with lusty breath 
Speak lowd into the face of death, 

■ Appmreit originally in ' Slepa' of 1G46 (pp. 79-S4): reprinled in 
eJitiona of 1648 (pp. 89-94), 166! (pp. 93-100), and 1670 (pp. 61-67). 
Our text is that of 1652. ax before, and ila cnKraTin).' of the Saint's 
purlniil, and French linen here, ere reproduced in our illueirited 
iguarto edilion. See Note* and lUuatniliona at done of the poem, and 
our Eaaay on Teroia and Craihaw. G. 
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Their great Lord's glorious name, to none 

Of those whose spatious bosomes spread a throne i o 

For Love at large to fill ; spare blood and sweat : 

And see him take a priuate seat, 

Making his mansion in the mild 

And milky soul of a soft child. 

Scarse has she leam't to lisp the name 1 5 

Of martyr ; yet she thinks it shame 
Life should so long play with that breath 
Which spent can buy so braue a death. 
She neuer vndertook to know 
What Death with Loue should haue to doe ; 20 
Nor has she e're yet vnderstood 
Why to show loue, she should shed blood, 
Yet though she cannot tell you why 
She can love, and she can dy. 

Scarse has she blood enough to make 25 

A guilty sword blush for her sake ; 
Yet has she a heart dares hope to proue 
How much lesse strong is Death then Love. 

Be Loue but there ; let poor six yeares 
Be pos'd with the maturest feares 30 

Man trembles at, you straight shall find 
Love knowes no nonage, nor the mind ; 
Tis love, not yeares or limbs that can 
Make the martyr, or the man. 
Love touch't her heart, and lo it beates 35 

High, and bumes with such braue heates ; 
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Such thirsts to dy, as dares drink vp 

A thousand cold deaths in one cup. 

Good reason : for she breathes all fire ; 

Her white brest heaues with strong desire 40 

Of what she may with fruitles wishes 

Seek for amongst her mother's kisses. 

Since *tis not to be had at home 
She'l trauail to a martyrdom. 
No home for hers confesses she 45 

But where she may a martyr be. 

She'l to the Moores ; and trade with them Moors 
For this vnualued diadem : 
She'l offer them her dearest breath, 
With Christ's name in't, in change for death : 50 
She'l bargain with them ; and will giue 
Them God ; teach them how to Hue 
In Him : or, if they this deny, 
For Him she'l teach them how to dy : 
So shall she leaue amongst them sown 55 

Her Lord's blood ; or at lest her own. least 

Farewel then, all the World ! adieu ! 
Teresa is no more for you. 
Farewell, all pleasures, sports, and ioyes 
(Never till now esteemed toyes) 60 

Farewell, what ever deare may bee, 
Mother's armes or father's knee : 
Farewell house, and farewell home ! 
She's for the Moores, and martyrdom. 
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Sweet, not so fast ! lo thy fair Spouse 65 

Whom thou seekst with so swift vowes ; 
Calls thee back, and bidds thee come 
T'embrace a milder martyrdom. 

Blest powres forbid, thy tender life 
Should bleed vpon a barbarous knife : 70 

Or some base hand haue power to raze 
Thy brest's chast cabinet, and vncase 
A soul kept there so sweet : no, 
Wise Heaun will neuer have it so. 
Thou art Love's victime ; and must dy 75 

A death more mysticall and high : 
Into Loue's armes thou shalt let fall 
A still-suruiuing funeralL 
His is the dart must make the death 
Wliose stroke shall tast thy hallow'd breath ; 80 
A dart thrice dip't in that rich flame 
Which writes thy Spouse's radiant name 
Vpon the roof of Heau'n, where ay 
It shines ; and with a soueraign ray 
Beates bright vpon the burning faces 85 

Of soules which in that Name's sweet graces 
Find euerlasting smiles : so rare, 
So spirituall, pure, and fair 
Must be th' immortall instrument 
Vpon whose choice point shall be sent 90 

A life so lou'd : and that there be 
Fitt executioners for thee. 
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The fair'st and first-born aons of fir« 
Blest semphim, shall leaue their quiio. 
And turn Loue'a souldiera, vpon tliee 

To exercise their archerie. 
O how oft shalt thou complain 
Of a sweet and subtle pain : 
Of intolerable ioyes : 

Of a death, in which who dyes i 

Loues his death, and dyes again 
And would for euer so be slain. 
And lines, and dyes ; and knowes not why 
To line, but that he thus may nouer leaue to dy. 

How kindly will thy gentle heart i 

Kisse the sweetly-killing dart I 
And close in his embraces keep 
Those delicious wounds, that weep 
Balsom to heal themselves with : thu» 
When these thy deaths, so numerous i 

Shall all at last dy into one. 
And melt thy soul's sweet mansion ; 
Like a soft lump of incense, hasted 
By too hott a fire, and wasted 
Into perfuming clouds, so &st i 

Shalt thou exhale to Heaun at last 
In a resoluing sigh, and then 
O what 1 Ask not the tongues of men ; 
Angells cannot tell ; suffice 
Thy aelfe shall feel thine own full ioyes, i 
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And hold them fast for euer there. 

So soon as thou shalt first appear, 

The moon of maiden starrs, thy whito 

Mistresse, attended by such bright 

Soules as thy shining self, shall come • ^ 25 

And in her first rankes make thee room ; 

Where 'mongst her snowy family 

Immortall wellcomes wait for thee. 

O what delight, when reueaFd Life shall stand, 
And teach thy lipps Heaun with His hand ; 130 
On which thou now maist to thy wishes 
Heap vp thy consecrated kisses. 
AVhat ioyes shall seize thy soul, when she, 
Bending her blessed eyes on Thee, 
(Those second smiles of Heau'n,) shall dart 135 

Her mild rayes through Thy molting heart. 

Angels, thy old friends, there shall greet thei? 
Glad at their own home now to meet thee. 

All thy good workes which went before 
And waited for thee, at the door, 1 40 

Shall own thee there ; and all in one 
Weaue a constellation 

Of crowns, with which the King thy Spouse 
Shall build vp thy triumi)hant browes. 

All thy old woes shall now smile on tliec, 1 45 
And thy paiucs sitt bright vpon thee. 
All thy sorrows here shall shine, 
All thy svfferingH be diuinc : 
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Tearen Rhall take comfort, and tnm gcmiuri 

And wrongs repent to diudemms. 150 

Eu'n thy death shall liue ; and new- 

Dresse the soul that erst he alev. 

Thy wounds shall blush to such bright acarref 

Ab keep account of the Lamb's n-arres. 

Those rare workcs where thou ahalt luauo writt 155 
Loue'e noble history, with witt 
Taught thee by none but Him, while here 
They feed our soules, shall clothe thine there. 
Each heaunly word, by whose hid flame 
Our hard hearts shall strike fire, the same 160 

Shall flourish on thy browes, and be 
Both fire to vs and flame to thee ; 
Whose light shall liue bright in thy face 
I5y glory, in our hearts by grace. 

Thou shalt look round about, and sec 165 

Thousands of crown'd soules throng to be 
Themseluee thy crown : sons of thy vowea 
The virgin-birtha with which thy soueraign Spouse 
Made fruitfull thy fair soul. Goe now 
And with them all about thee, bow 1 70 

To Him ; put on (Hee'l say) put on 
{My rosy loue) that thy rich zone 
Sparkling with the sacred flames 
Of thousand aoulea, whose happy names 
Ueau'n keep vpon thy score : (Thy bright 1 75 

Life brought them first to kisac the light. 
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That kindled them to starrs,) and so 

Thou with the Lamb, thy Lord, shalt goe. 

And whereso'ere He setts His white 

Stepps, walk with Him those wayes of light, 1 80 

Which who in death would liue to see, 

Must learn in life to dy like thee. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The original edition (1646) has this title, ' In memory of 
the VertaouB and Learned Lady Madre de Teresa, that songht 
an early Martyrdome ;' and so also in 1648. 1670 agrees with 
1652 ; only the Latin line above the portrait and the French 
verses are omitted. 

The text of 1646 famishes a nnmber of variations corrective 
in part of all the snbseqnent editions. These are recorded 
below. 1648 agrees substantially with 1652 : bat a few unim- 
portant readings peculiar to it are also given in these Notes. 

Various readings from 1646 edition. 

Lino 8, * Wee need to goe to none of all.* 

4, ' stout' for * great.' 

5, ' ripe and full growne.' 
8, ' unto' for 'into ;' the latter preferable. 
10, ' Of those whose large breasts built a throne.* 

„ 11-13, 

' Fbr Love their Lord, glorioiiB and great 
Weel aoe Uim take a private seat, 
And make. . . .' 

I have hesitated whether this ought not to have been adopted 
as our text ; but it is a characteristic of Crashaw to introduce 
abruptly long and short lines as in our text, and to carry a 
thought or metaphor through a number of lines. 
Line 15, ' had' for * has,' and • a' for ' the.' 

21, ' hath,' and so in 1(>48 edition. 

23, our text (1652) misprints * enough:' I correct from 
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25, ' had,' 1648 ' hath.' 
27, 1648, • hath.' 
Hi, ' wee' for *yon.' 
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Line 37, ' thirst' for * thirsts/ and ' dare' for '.dares.' 
„ 38 spells ' coled.* 

,, 40, ' weake' for * white ;' the latter a favonrite epithet 
with Crashaw : 1648 ' weake.' 

Line 43, 1648 drops ' at' inadvertently. 

44 spells * travell :' 1648 has ' for' instead of ' to/ 
45, ' her,' by misprint for * her's.* 
47, 1648 has • try' for • trade.' 
49, * Shee offers.' 57 spells ' adeia.' 
61, this line is by oversight dropped from onr text 
(1652). 

Line 70, spelled * barborons' in onr text, bnt I have adopted 
' a' from 1646 and 1648. 

Line 71, ' race' for ' raze ;' a common contemporary spelling. 
77, * hand' for • armes.' 

93, * The fairest, and the first borne Loves of fire.' 

94, * Seraphims,' the usual misspelling of the plural 
of seraph in our English Bible. 

Line 104, * To live, but that he still may dy.' 
„ 106, our text (1652) misreads * sweetly - kissing.' I 
have adopted * sweetly-killing' from 1646, 1648 and 1670. 
Line 108, 1648 has ' thine' for ' his.' 
„ 118, ' disolving.' 

„ 123, our text (1652) inadvertently drops * shalt,' and 
misreads * you' for * thou.' I accept the text of 1646, 1648 
and 1670. 

Line 129, * on.' 
,, 130, ' shee' for * reneal'd Life ;' and in next line * her' 
for ' His.' Our text (1652) is preferable, as pointing to Christ 
the Life, our Life. See under lines 11-13. 
Line 133, *joy.' 

146, * set ;' a common contemporary spelling. 

147, this line, dropped inadvertently from our text 
(1652), is restored from 1646, 1648 and 1670. 

Line 148, » And' for * All.' 

151, ' Even thy deaths.' 

152, ' Dresse the soul that late they s.lew.' 

„ 167 misprints *nowes;' corrected in 1648, but not in 
1670. 

168 drops * soueraign.' Sec under lines 11-13. 

175, ' keeps.' 

178, ' shall.' Cf. Rev. xiv. 5, as before. G. 
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AN APOLOGIE FOR THE FOREGOING HYMN, 

AS HAUINO BEEN WRITT WHEN THE AUTHOR WAS YET 
AMONG THE PROTESTANTS.' 

Thus haue I back again to thy bright name i 

(Fair floud of holy fires !) transfused the flame 

I took from reading thee : 'tis to thy wrong 

I know, that in my weak and worthlesse song 

Thou here art sett to shine where thy full day 5 

Scarse dawnes. O pardon, if I dare to say 

Thine own dear bookes are guilty. For from thence 

I leam't to know that Loue is eloquence. 

That hopefull maxime gaue me hart to try 

If, what to other tongues is tun'd so high, i o 

Thy praise might not speak English too : forbid 

(By all thy mysteiyes that here ly liidde) 

Forbid it, mighty Loue ! let no fond hate 

Of names and wordes, so fan pneiudicate. 

Souls are not Spaniards too : one freindly floud 1 5 

Of baptism blends them all into a blood. 

Christ's faith makes but one body of all soules, 

And Loue*s that body*8 soul ; no law controwlls 

' Appeared originally in the * Steps' of 1646 (pp. 85-6) : reprinted 
in editions of 1048 (pp. 07-8) and 167(> (pp. 67-8). Our text u that 
of 1648. See our Kssay ft)r the biographic interctit of this poem, 
and alm> Notes at its close. Cr. 
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Our free traftiquo for Heau'n ; wo may maintoine 

Pyace, sure, with piety, though it come from Spain. lo 

What soul 80 e're, in any language, can 

Speak Heau'n like her's, is my soul's country-man. 

'tis not Spanish, but 'tis Heau'n she speaks ! 

'Tia Heau'n that lyes in ambush there, and breaks 

From thence into the wondring reader's breat ; 2; 

Who feels his warm heart hatcht into a nest 

Of little eagles and young loues, whose high 

Flights scorn the lazy dust, and things that dy. 

There are enow whose draughts (as deep as Hell) 

Drink vp all Spain in sock. Let my soul swell 30 

With the strong wine of Ixiue : let others swimme 

In puddles ; we will pledge this scTaphim 

Bowles full of richer blood then blush of grape 

Was euer guilty of. Change we our shape 

(My Boul) some drink from men to beasts, then 35 

Drink we till we proue more, not lesse, then men. 

And turn not beasts but angels. Let the King 

Afo eucr into these His cellars bring. 

Where flowes such wine as we can hauo of none 

But Him Who trod the wine-presso all alone : 40 

Wine of youth, life, and the sweet deaths of Lone ; 

Wine of inunortall mixture ; which can proue 

Its tincture from the rosy nectar ; wine 

That can exalt weak earth ; and so refine 

Our dust, that at one draught. Mortality 45 

May drink it self vp, and forget to dy. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The title in 1646 ' Steps' is * An Apologie for the precedent 
Hymne f in 1648 the * Flaming Heart* also precedes the ' Apo- 
logie/ and its title, ' Hymncs on Teresa/ is added. 1670 has 
* was yet a Protestant.' 

Various reading* from 1646. 
Line. 2, * sea.' 

9, * heavenly.' 

12, * there' for 'here.' 

14, ^ prejndicate.' 

16, • one' for * a :' 1670 has * one.' 

18, 1648 spells * comptrolls.' 

20, ' dwell in' for * come from.' 

21, * soever.' 
26, * finds' for ' feels :* onr text (1652) drops * hatcht,' 

which we have restored after 1646 and 1648 ; 1670 reads * hatch,' 
and TuBNDULL follows hlindly. 

Line 29, onr text (1652) misreads ' now :' we restore * enow,' 
after the editions as in No. 9. 

Line 34, onr text misreads ' too* after ' we :' I omit it, as 
in 1646 and 1670. 1648 has * to.' 

Lino 41, • Wine of youth's Life.' 
,, 45, 'in' for *at.' As the 'Apologie' refers only to 
the Hj'mn preceding, and not to what foUows, I have placed it 
after the former, not (as in 1648) the latter, which would make 
it refer to hoth. G. 



THE FLAMING HEART : 

VrON THE nOOK AND PICTURE OF THE SEBAPHICAL SAINT TERESA, 
AS SUE IS V8VALLY EXPRESSED WITH A SERAPHIM BISIDE HER.* 

Wel-meanino readers ! you that come as freinds i 
And catch the pretioiis name this peice pretends ; 

^ Appeansl originally in 1648 * Steps' (pp. 94-6): reprinted in 
editionH of 1652 (pp. 103-107) and 1670 (pp. 194-7). Our text is that 
of 1052, OA before, (i. 



Make uot too much hast to adjnire 
That fair- cheek 't fallncy of fire, 
TItat ia a. seraphim, they say 
And this the great Teresia. 
Readers, he rut'd hy me ; and make 
Here a well-plact and wise mistake : 
You muat transpose the picture quite, 
And spell it wrong t« read it right ; 
Read him for her, and her for him, 
And coll the saint the seraphim. 

Painter, what didst thou vnderstand 
To put her dart into hia hand 1 
See, ouen the yeares and size of him 
SfaowsB this the mother seraphim. 
This is the nustresse tlame ; and duteous lie 
Her happy fire-works here, cornea down to see. 
O moat poor-spirited of men i 
Had thy cold pencil kist her pen, 
Thou coulrtflt not so vnkindiy err 
To show va this faint sha<le for het. 
Why, man, this apeakea pure mortal! frame ; 
And mockes with female frost Louo'e manly flame, 
One would suspect thou meant'st to paint ; 

Some weak, inferionr, woman-saint. 
But had thy pale-fac't purple took 
Fire irom the burning cheeks of that bright booke, 
Thou woiddst on her liauc heap't vp all 
Thai could lie found Heraphinall j 



154 THE FLAMING HEART. 

What e*re this youth of fire, wearea fair, 

Rosy fingers, radiant hair. 

Glowing cheek, and glistering wings, 

All those fair and fragrant things 

But before all, that fiery dart 35 

Had fiird the hand of this great heart. 

Doe then, as equall right requires, 
Since Kis the blushes be, and her's the fires, 
Resume and rectify thy rude design, 
Vndresse thy seraphim into mine j 40 

Redeem this iniury of thy art, 
Giue him the vail, giue her the dart. 
Giue him the vail ; that ho may couer 
The red cheeks of a riuall'd louer. 
Asham'd that our world now can show 45 

Nests of new seraphims here below. 

Giue her the dart, for it is she 
(Fair youth) shootes both thy shaft, and thee ; 
Say, all yo wise and woll-poirc't hearts 
That liuo and dy amidst her darts, 50 

What is't your tastfull spirits doe prouo 
In that rare life of her, and Loue 1 
Say, and bear witnos. Sends she not 
A seraphim at euery shott 1 

What magazins of immortall amies there shine ! 55 
Hoaun's great artillery in each loue-spun lino. 
Giue then the dart to her who giues the flame ; 
Giue him the veil, who giues the shame. 
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Hut if it bo the fre(|iient fate 
Of wurat faults to be fortunate ; 60 

If all's pwescriptitin ; and proud wroug 
Hearkens not to an hunible song ; 
For all the gaUantry of him, 
Giuu me the sufinng seraphim. 

"His bo the brauery of all those Ijright things, d^ 

The glowing cheekea, the glistering wings ; 
The rosy hand, the radiant dart ; 
Leaiie her alone the darning heart. 

Ltsaue her that ; and thou slmlt leaue lier 
Hot one loose shaft but Loue's whole quiver. 70 

For in Loae's feild was neuer found 
A nobler weapon then a woTud. 
Loue'a paesiues are his actiu'at part, 
The wounded is the wounding heart. 
heart ! the a'([uall poise of Loue'a both pari* 75 

Biggo alike with wound and darts. 
Liue in these conquering leaues ; liuo all tlic eamv, 
And walk tlirough all tongues one triuraphant flame. 
Liue here, great heart ; and loue and dy and kill ; 
And bleed and wound; and yeild and conquer hIiU. 80 
Let this inunortiU life wherere it comes 
Walk in a crowd of louea and martyrdomes. 
Let mystiok deaths wait on't ; and wise soulos bo 
The louo-slain wittnuases of this life of thee. 



sweet incendiary ! shew here thy art, 
Vpon this c^rcasse of a hard, cold hart ; 



S5 
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Let all thy scattered shafts of light, that play 

Among the leaues of thy larg books of day. 

Combm'd against this brest at once break in 

And take away iix)m me my self and sin ; 90 

This gratious robbery shall thy bounty be, 

And my best fortunes such fair spoiles of me. 

O thou vndanted daughter of desires ! 

By all thy dowr of lights and fires ; 

By all the eagle in thee, all the doue ; 95 

By all thy Hues and deaths of loue ; 

By thy larg draughts of intellectuall day. 

And by thy thirsts of loue more large then they; 

By all thy brim-fill'd .bowles of feirce desire, 

By thy last morning's draught of liquid fire ; 100 

By the full kingdome of that finall kisse 

That seiz'd thy parting soul, and seal'd thee His ; 

By all the Heau'n thou hast in Him 

(Fair sister of the seraphim !) 

By all of Him we have in thee ; 1 05 

Leaue nothing of my self in me. 

Let me so read thy life, that I 

Vnto all life of mine may dy. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The title in 1048 omits the words ' the scraphical saint,' aiul 
the text theru lacks the last twenty-four lines. 

Variotu readings from 1648. 

line 3, • so' for * too.' 
,, 11, *And' for * read.' 
,, 18, • happier.' 



A SONQ OF DIVINE LOVB. 157 

Line 31 mioTeadB > Bnt e're,' and ' wete' for ' weareB.' 

„ 33, ' obeefceB.' 

„ 34 flagruitlf miireada ' flagrant' tor ' bvgrant,' which 
TuBHBDLL aB nsiuJ blindly repaalB. 
Line 48, > ahaltB.' 

„ 68 readB ' . . . . Mndly tella the shame.' It is a cha- 
racterietio of CaiSBAW to vary bis measores, else I Bbonld bare 
adopted thie reading from 1648. The line it Bomewhat obBonre 
tbroogh the conceitfol repetition of ' gives.' The sense is, 
wbo, being pictnreil red, shows the blnehing shometaoedneBB 
of being oatdoDe in bis own Berapbio nature by an earthly 
Bftint. a. 



A SONG OF DIVINE LOVE.' 

Lord, when the aenae of Thy sweet grace i 

Sends vp my aoul to seek Thy face, 
Thy blessed eyes breed such deaire, 
I dy in Loue's delicious fire. 

Loue, I am thy sacrifice ! 5 

Be still triumphant, blessed eyes ! 
Still shino on me, fair suns ! that I 
Stitl may behold, though etill I dy, 

BECOND FABT. 

Though still I dy, I liue ^ain ; 
Still longing so to be still slain ; 10 

' Appeared originnlly in ' Steps' of 1648 (p. 98J: reprintol in 1662 
(^ 107) and 16;0 (pp. 197-8). Oar text in that of 1GB2, u before ; 
but the only difference in tbe olhen ii (except tbe usual xligbt 
ebargea in onhngrapb)*), Ibal in 1G48. 2d part, line 6 rails ' longing' 
for 'louing.' whicb I bavi' a<lopted. lu puintjii^ back to Ibe. ' Inngin^;' 
<if tbe 1st pun. line 2. Tht title I take fr«m 164R, aa in 16&2 it ia 
simply -A Soil).'.' G. 



158 IN THE A88VMPTION OF OVR BLESSED LADY. 

So gainful! is such losse of breath, 
I dy euen in desire of death. 

Still Hue in me this longing strife 
Of liuing death and dying life ; 
For while Thou sweetly slayest me 1 5 

Dead to my selfe, I liue in Thee. 



IN THE GLORIOVS ASSVMPTION OF OVR 

BLESSED LADY.i 

The Hymn. 

Hark ! she is call'd, the parting houre is come ; i 

Take thy farewell, poor World! Heaun must go home. 
A peice of heau'nly earth ; purer and brighter [her, 
llien the chast starres, whose choise lamps come to light 
Whil'st through the crystall orbes, clearer then they 5 
She climbes ; and makes a farre more Milkey Way. 
She's call*d ! Hark, how the dear iramortall Done 
Sighes to His syluer mate, * Rise vp, my loue' ! 
Rise vp, my fair, my spotlesse one ! 
The Winter's past, the rain is gone ; 10 

Tlio Spring is come, the flowrs appear, 
No sweets, (save thou,) are wanting here. 

' Appeared originally in the ' Steps* of 1646 (pp. 90-1) : rcprintcil 
in 1648 (pp. i«)-101), 16*52 (pp. »U\), IQIO (pp. 70-2). Our text in 
that of 1652, a^ before ; but sec Notes and lllu.st rations at close of 
the poem. G. 
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Come away, my loue ! 

Come away, my doue ! 

Cast off delay ; i S 

The court of Heau'n is como 

To wait vpoii thee home ; 
Come, come away ! 

The flowis appear, 
Or quickly would, wert thou once here. 20 

The Spring is come, or if it stay 
'Tie to keep time with thy delay. 
The rain is gone, except so much as we 
Detain in noedfull tcarcs to weop the want of thee. 

The Winter's past, 25 

Or if he make lease hast, 
His answer is, why she docB so, 
If Sommer come not, how can Winter gmt 

Come away, come away ! 
The shrill winds chide, the waters weep thy stay; 30 
The fountains murmur, and each loftyest tree 
Bowes loVst his leauy top, to look for thee. 

Come away, my loue ! 

Come away, my doue &c. 
Sho's call'd again. And will she goe t 35 

When Heau'n bidds come, who can say no 1 
Heau'n calls her, and she must away, 
Heau'n will not, and sho cannot stay. 
Goo then ; goo, gloriovs on the golden wings 
Of the bright youth of Heau'n, that sings 40 
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Vnder so swoet a burthen. Goe, 

Since thy dread Son will haue it so. 

And while thou goest, our song and we 

Will, as we may, reach after thee. 

Hail, holy queen of humble hearts ! 45 

We in thy prayse will haue our parts. 

And though thy dearest lookes must now give light 

To none but the blest heavens, whose bright 

Beholders, lost in sweet delight. 

Feed for ever their faire sight 50 

With those divinest eyes, which we 

And our darke world noe more shall see ; 

Though our poore eyes are parted soe, 

Yet shall our lipps never lett goe 

Thy gracious name, but to the last 55 

Our loving song shall hold it fast. 

Thy pretious name shall be 

Thy self to vs ; and we 

With holy care will keep it by vs. 

We to the last 60 

Will hold it fast. 

And no Assvmption shall deny vs. 

All the sweetest showres 

Of our fairest flowres 

Will we strow vpon it. 65 

Though our sweets cannot make 

It Hweeter, they can take 

Themselues now sweetness from it. 






IN THB AaBVNPTION OF OVR 



Maria, men and angeU sing, 
Maria, mother of our King. 
Live, rosy princeeae, live ! and may the bright 
Crown of a most incomparable light 
Embrace thy radiant browes. O may the best 
Of eueilasting ioyes bath thy white brest. 
Live, our chast loue, the holy mirth 
Of Heau'n ; the humble pride of Earth. 
Line, crown of woemen ; queen of men ; 
Line, mistiesse of our song. And when 
Our weak desiiea haue done their best, 
Sweet angels come, and sing the rest. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The heading in the Sahcroft hb. is ' On the Assnmption of 
the Virgin Uarie.' In line 5 it readi ' whil'Bt,' and bo in line 
4S : line 7, ' againe th' immortal Dove :' line 12, onr text (1662) 
readB ' bnt ;' we prefer ' satie' of 1648 and the h8. : line 34, oar 
text (1662) misprintB ' heeny' for ' Ibbt;' of 1648 : lino 42, the 
MS. reads 'great:' line 47, 'give' tor 'be;' adopted: line 63, 
' e;ea' for 'io;es / adopted: line S7, 'sacred:' line 76, 'bragg:' 
line 77, ' praiit of women, pHiie of men." 

B; an onaocountable inadvertence, onr text (1662) omits 
lines 47'66. They are restored from 1648: they also appear 
in 1670. Line 18 in 1648 reads ' Come, come away :' in 1670 
it is ' Come away, come away;' bat this edition etrangely, bnt 
charaoteristically, omits tines 19-34; and Tuhnbull, folloinDg 
it, thoagh prononnoed by himself ' the most inaccnrate of all' 
(Preliminary ObsenationB, p. li. of his edition), has orer- 
looked them. Confer, for a qnsint parallel with these lines 
(19-34), onr Jobefh Flstcqeb. It may also be noted here that 
Tdhnbuu. betrays his habitnal ese of his ■elf-condemned text 
of 1670 by misreading in line IS, ' No sweets since thoa art 
wanting here ;' so oonTerting the fine compliment into nngram- 
VOL. I. V 



162 UPON FIVE PI0V8 AND LEARNED DISCOURSES. 

matical nonsenee. Earlier also (line 3) he similarly reads, 
after the same text, * light* for * earth.' So too in line 7 he 
reads * She's call'd again ; hark ! how th' immortall dove :' and 
line 42, for the favoorite * dread' of onr Poet the weaker ' great,* 
as supra : and the following line 63 omits * the :' line 64, * onr:' 
line 65 reads ' We'll :' line 76, * and' for * the.' On lines 9-10, 
cf. Song of Solomon, ii. 10-13. G. 



UPON FIVE PIOVS AND LEARNED DIS- 
COURSES : 

BT ROBERT SHELFORD.* 

Rise, then, immortall maid ! Religion, rise ! i 

Put on thy self in thine own looks : t' our eyes 
Be what thy beauties, not our blots, have made thee ; 
Such as (ere our dark sinnes to dust betray'd thee) 
Heav'n set thee down new drest; when thy bright birth 
Shot thee like lightning to th' astonisht Earth. 6 

> From * Five Piovs and Learned Discourses : 

1. A Sermon shewing how we ought to behave our selves in 

Gk>d's house. 

2. A Sermon preferring holy Charity before Faith, Hope and 

Knowledge. 

3. A Treatise shewing that God's Law now qualified by the 

Gospel of Christ, is possible, and ought to be fulfilled of 
us in this life. 

4. A Treatise of the Divine attributes. 

5. A Treatise shewing the Antichrist not to be yet come. 

By Robert Shclford, of Ringsfield in Suffolk, Priest. Printed by 
the printers to the Universitie of Cambridge. 1685 [quarto].* See 
Note at close of the poem, and our Essay, for more on Shelford. G. 
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From th' dawn of thy fair eyelids wipe away 
Dull mists and melancholy clouds : take Day 
And thine own beams about thee : bring the beet 
Of whatsoe're perfum'd thy Eastern nest. lo 

Girt all thy glories to thee : then sit down, 
Open this book, fair Queen, and take thy crown. 
Theaa learned leaves shall vindicate to thee 
Thy holyest, humhleat, handmaid, Charitie ; 
She'l dresse thee like thy self, set thee oa high 1 5 

Where thou shalt reach alt hearts, command each eye. 
Lo ! where I see thy altars wake, and rise 
From the pale dust of that strange sacrifice 
Which they themselves were ; each one putting on 
A mt^estie that may beseem thy throne. 20 

The holy youth of Heav'u, whose golden rings 
Girt round thy awfull altars ; with bright wings 
Fanning thy fair locks, (which the World beleeves 
As much as sees) shall with these sacred leaves 
Trick their tall plumes, and in that garb shall go 35 
If not more glorious, more conspicuous tho. 

Be it enacted then. 

By the fair laws of thy firm-pointed pen, 

God's services no longer shall put on 

Pure sluttishnosse for pure religion : 30 

No longer shall our Churches' frighted stones 

Lie scatter'd like the burnt and martyr'd bones 

Of dead Devotion ; nor faint marbles weep 

In their sad mines ; nor Keligion keep 
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A melancholy mansion in those cold 35 

Ums : Like God's sanctuaries they lookt of old ; 

Now seem they Temples consecrate to none, 

Or to a new god, Desolation. 

No more the hypocrite shall th' upright be 

Because he's stiffe, and will confesse no knee : 40 

While others bend their knee, no more shalt thou, 

(Disdainfull dust and ashes !) bend thy brow ; 

Nor on God's altar cast two scorching eyes, 

Bak't in hot scorn, for a burnt sacrifice : 

But (for a lambe) thy tame and tender heart, 45 

New struck by Love, still trembling on his dart ; 

Or (for two turtle-doves) it shall suffice 

To bring a pair of meek and humble eyes. 

This shall from henceforth be the masculine theme 

Pulpits and pennes shall sweat in ; to redeem 50 

Vertue to action, that life-feeding flame 

That keeps Religion warm : not swell a name 

Of Faith ; a moimtain-word, made up of aire. 

With those deare spoils that wont to dresse the fair 

And fmitfull Charitie's full breasts (of old), 55 

Turning her out to tremble in the cold. 

What can the poore hope from us, when we be 

Uncharitable ev'n to Charitie ? 

Nor shall our zealous ones still have a fling 

At that most horrible and hom6d thing, 60 

Forsooth the Pope : by which black name they call 

The Turk, the devil, Furies, Hell and all. 
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And something more. he ie Antichrist : 

Doubt this, and doubt (say they) that Christ is Christ : 

Why/tieapoint of Faith. What e're it be, 65 

I'm sure it is no point of Uharitie. 

In summe, no loi^r shall our people hope, 

To be a true Protestant's but to hate the Pope. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 
I liBTe taken the text ot thia poem as it origiDall; appeared, 
becaage in all the edliians of the Poems wherein it in given 
Uie last tea lines are omitted. Tdbkbdu. discoTered thia after 
his text of the Poems was printed off, and so bad to insert 
them in a Poeteoript, wherein biB geniaB for blnndering desoribes 
Shelford's Tolnme aa ' Five .... Poemt.' Thate slight varia- 
tions may be recorded : 

The title in all is ' On a Treatise of Charit7.' 
Une 13, 1648 has ' thj' for ' this,' 
„ 16, ib. ' shall' for ■ shalt.' 
„ IT, all 'the editions ' off'rings' tor ' altan.' 
„ 30, ib. ' A' tor the first ' pore.' 
.. 36, onr teit misprints ' look' for ' look't.' 
The poem ia signed in Shelford's volmne 'Rica. CauBiw, 
AnI. Femb. A.B.' It appeared in ' Steps' of 1G46 (pp. 8S-8), 
1648 (pp. lei-2), 1670 (pp. 68-70). O. 





DIES mJE, DIES ILLA : 

THE HYMN OF THE CHYBCH, IN MEDITATION OF THE DAT OF 

IVDOMENT.* 

I. 

Hear^st thou, my soul, what serious things 
Both the Psahn and sybyll sings 
Of a sure ludge, from Whose sharp ray 
The World in flames shall fly away. 

II. 
O that fire ! before whose face 
Heaun and Earth shall find no place. 
O those eyes ! Whose angry light 
Must be the day of that dread night. 

III. 
O that trump ! whose blast shall run 
An euen round with the circling sun, 
And vrge the murmuring graues to bring 
Pale mankind forth to meet his King. 

^ Appeared originally in ' Steps* of 1648 (pp. 106-7), where it is 
headed *A Hymne in Meditation of the Day of Judgement:* re- 
printed 1652 (pp. 74-78), 1670 (pp. 191-4). Our text is that of 1662, 
and its engraving here is reproduced in our illustrated quarto edi- 
tion. See our Essay for critical remarks on this great version of a 
supreme hymn. G. 



DIES IRiE, DIE8 ILLA. 
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IV. 



Horror of Nature, Hell, and Death ! 
When a deep groan from beneath 
Shall cry, We come, we come, and all 
The caues of Night answer one calL 



V. 



O that Book ! whose leaues so bright 
Will sett the World in scuere light. 
O that ludge ! Whose hand, Wluise eye 
None can indure ; yet none can fly. 



VI. 



Ah then, poor aoul, what wilt thou say ? 
And to what patron chuse to pray ? 
When starres themselues sliall stagger ; and 
The most firm foot no morf; then stand. 



VII. 

But Thou giu'st leaue (drea^l I>ml !; tliat we 
Take shelter from Tliy w;lf, in 'Duta ; 
And with the wings of Thine Own done 
Fly to Thy 8cepU;r of soft loue. 

vni. 

Dear, rememlj^^r in tliat Dav 
A\Tio was the cause Hion cjiUiHi thi>* wav. 
Tliy Hhe';p wai* Htra/d ; and 'lliou wouldift }m: 
Yjxhu UaI ThyH^;lf in <4^;kin;f ni*r. 
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IX. 

Shall all that labour, all that cost 
Of loue, and eu'n that losse, be lost ) 
And this lou'd soul, iudg'd worth no lesso 
Then all that way, and wearyness. 

X. 

lust mercy then, Thy reckning bo 
With my Price, and not with me ; 
Twas pay'd at first with too much pain. 
To be pay'd twice ; or once, in vain. 

XI. 

Mercy (my ludge), mercy I cry 
With blushing cheek and bleeding ey : 
The conscious colors of my sin 
Are red without and pale within. 

XII. 

O let Thine Own soft bowells pay 
Thy self ; and so discharge that day. 
If Sin can sigh, Loue can forgiue : 
O say the word, my soul shall Hue. 

XIII. 

Those mercyes which Thy Mary found, 
Or who Thy crosse confes't and crown'd ; 
Hope tells my heart, the same loues be 
Still aliue, and still for mo. 



Though both my prayres ajid tearea combinie, 
Both worthlesse are ; for they are mine. 
But Thou Thy bounteous Self still be ; 
And ahow Thou art, by sauing me. 



O when Thy last frown shall proclaim 
The flocks of goatea to folds of flame, 
And all Thy lost aheep found shall be ; 
Let ' Come ye blessed,' then call me. 

XVI. 

When the dread ' Ae' shall diuide 
Thoae limbe of death, &om Thy lefl side ; 
Let those life-speaking lipps command 
That I inheritt Thy right hand. 

XVII. 
O hear a suppliant heart, all crosh't 
And crumbled into contrite dust 
My hope, my fear ! my ludge, my Freiud ! 
Take charge of me, and of my end. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 
In Bt. ri. line 4, ' then' is = than, on which cf. our Phimkah 
Fletchbb, m tielore: in at. xvj. line 1, '!«'=. 'go ye' of the 
Vulgate. 1670, at. ii. line S, miaprinle ' theie' for 'thoae:' 
St. viii. line 8, 'Aod Thon wonld'at be,' i.e. dtdat will to be,— 
not merel; wiibed to be, bot carried oat Thy intent. G. 
VOL. r. z 



CHARITAS NIMIA, OR THE DEAR BARGAIN.' 

Lord, what is man 1 wh^ should he coete Thee i 
So dearl what had his ruin lost Theel 
Lord, what is man? that thou hast ouerbought 
So much a thing of nought 1 

Loue is too kind, I see ; and can 5 

Make -but a simple merchant-man. 
Twas for snch sorry merchandiiBe, 
Bold paint«is haue putt out his eyes. 

Alas, sweet Lord, what wer't to Thee 
If there were no such wormes as wel 10 

Heau'n ne'ra the lesse still Heau'n would be, 

Should mankind dwell 

In the deep Hell : 
What haue hb woes to doe with Theel 

Let him goe weep 1 5 

O're his own wounds ; 
Seraphims will not sleep 
Nor Bphearoa let fall their faithfull rounds. 

I Appeared origin»lly in ' Steps" of 1648 (pp. 107-9) : reprinUd 
I6&;i {pp. fi2-54) ind 1670 {pp. ITS-8). Our text ia tbat ot 16SS, u 
before. In 1648 lines 1 and 2 read 'you' (or 'Iheci' and line 33 
'Thou' for 'yon,' IhrUtUr adopted. G. 



CHARITAM NIMU. Xl 

Still would the youthfull epiiita sing ; 
And etill Thj apatious palace ring ; : 

Still would thoae beaut«oua miuiBteni of light 

Bum all as bright 

And bow theii flaming heads before Thee : 
Still thrones and dominations wt)uld adore Thee ; 
Still would thoae euer-wakefull sons of fire : 

Keep warm Thy prayse 

Both nights and dayes, 
And teach Thy lou'd name to theii noble lyre. 

Let froword dust then doe it's kind ; 
And giue it self for sport to the proud wind. ; 
^liy should a peice of peenish clay plead shares 
In the (eternity of Thy old careet 
Why shouldst Thou bow Thy awfull brest to see 
What mine own madnesses haue done with me } 

Should not the king still keepe hia throne ; 
Because some desperate fool's vndone % 
Or will the World's illuatrious eyes 
Weep for euery worm ihat dyes. 

Will the gallant sun 

E're the lesse glorious run 1 « 

Will he hang down hia golden head 
Or e're the aooner seek his Western bed. 

Because some foolish fiy 

Growes wanton, and will dv I 
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K I were lost in misery, 45 

What was it to Thy Heaun and Thee 1 
What was it to Thy pretious hlood 
If my foul heart call'd for a floud ? 

What if my faithlesse soul and I 

Would ne^s fall in 50 

With guilt and sin ; 
What did the Lamh, that He should dy ? 
What did the Lamh, that He should need. 
When the wolf sins, Himself to hleed 1 

If my hase lust, 55 

Bargained with Death and well-beseeming dust : 

Why should the white 

Lamb's bosom write 

The purple name 

Of my sin's shame ? 60 

Why should His vnstaind brest make good 
My blushes with His Own heart-blood ? 

my Saviovr, make me see 
How dearly Thou hast payd for me. 
That lost again my life may proue, 65 

As then in death, so now in louo. 




. MAKIA MAlOR. 



Hail, most high, most humble one ! ■ 

Abone the world, below thy Sou ; 

Whose blush the moon beauteously marrea 

And Htftines the timeroua light of starea. 

Ha that made all things, had aot done 5 

Till Ho had made Himself thy fjon : 

The whole World's host would be thy guest 

And board Himself at thy rich brest. 

O boundles hospitality ! 

The Feast of all things feeds on thee. 10 

The first Eue, mother of our Fall, 
£'re she bore any one, slew all. 
Of her Tukind gift mi^ht we haue 
Th' inheritance of a hasty grave : 
Quitk-burye'd in the wanton tomb 1 5 

Of one forbidden bitt ; 
Had not a better frvit forbidden it. 

Had not thy healthfull womb 

' A|iiie>te>larigiiiiiUyin'Sup6' at tG4S (pp. 109-110): ifprinud 
1U52 (pp. 79-80) nnd I6TU (pp. IM-A), Our lO-xl in thai, of 165!, hi 
Iwfure, and iu ont^nving hure \» npiKilund in our illuitraled quarto 
tdition in two forsu ('mc hithvrlo odIuiowii) from tbe Bodleian 
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The World's new eastern window Lin, 
And giuen vs heau*n again, in giuing Him. 20 

Thine was the rosy dawn, that spring the Day 
Which renders all the starres she stole away. 

Let then the ag^d World be wise, and all 
Proue nobly here vnnaturall ; 
Tis gratitude to forgett that other 25 

And call the maiden Eue their mother. 

Yee redeem'd nations farr and near, 
Applaud your happy selues in her ; 
(All you to whom this loue belongs) 
And keep't aliue with lasting song& 30 

Let hearts and lippes speak lowd ; and say 
Hail, door of life : and sourse of Day ! 
The door was shut, the fountain sealed ; 
Yet Light was seen and Life reueal'd. 
The door was shut, yet let in day, 35 

The fountain sealed, yet life found way. 

Glory to Thee, great virgin's Son 
In bosom of Thy Father's blisse. 

The same to Thee, sweet Spirit be done ; 
As euer sliall be, was, and is. Amen. 40 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The heading in 1648 is simply 'The Virgin-Mother:* in 
1070 it is ' The Hymn, O Gloriosa Domina.* 
Line 2, lf>4H reads ' the Son.* 
„ 10, our text (1652) misprints ' the* for ' thee.* 



Line 31, I foUow here tbe text of 1MB. 16E2 reftde 
^ Tliine WHfl thp raj dawD that ppniag the d&j.' 
and this U repeated ia 1670 and, of oonrae, by Tubnbvll. 

Line 26, IMS has ' jonr' for ' their,' 
„ 35 IB inadTerteatl; dropped in our text (16SS), though 
the flnoceeding line (with which it rhjmeB] appearg. I restore 
it. 1670 also drops it ; and so again TnitvBuu. 1 

Lines 43-14, ' Beoanse some foolish %.' This metaphorical 
allnBlon to the Fall and its results (aa described by Milton and 
others) is founded on the dying of TiuioD« insects ajter begetting 
their kind. G. 



HOPE.' 

Hope, whose weak beeing ruio'd is ■ 

Alike if it succeed or if it misse ! 

Whom ill and good doth equally confound. 

And both the homes of Fate's dilemma vound. 

Vain shadow ; that dost vanish quite 5 

Both at full noon and perfect night ! 

The staires haue not a poaaibility 
Of blessing thee. 

If thinges then from their end wo happy call, 

Tis Hope is the most hopelesse thing of all. 10 

Hope, thou bold taster of delight ! 
Who in stead of doing so, deuouist it quite. 

' Appeared fim in 'Sleps' of IMG (pp. 96-9): reprinted in 1648 
(pp. 111-113), 1652 (pp. 126-131), and 1670 (pp. 74-77). Our lext ia 
that of 1652, is before ; with the exception o( better readings from 
IG46. lu noted below. See our Hemorial Introdaction and Eaia; for 
notices of the friendahip of Cowley and Cnubsw. G. 



176 HOPE. 

Thou bringst vs .an estate, yet leau'st vs poor 

By clogging it with l^acyes before. 

The ioyes which we intire should wed 1 5 

Come deflour'd- virgins to our bed. 

Good fortunes without gain imported be 
Such mighty custom's paid to thee 

For ioy, like wine kep*t close, doth better tast ; 

If it take air before, his spirits wast. 20 

Hope, Fortun's cheating lottery, 
Where for one prize, an hundred blankes there be. 
Fond anchor, Hope ! who tak'st thine aime so farr 
That still or short or wide thine arrows are ; 

Thinne empty cloud which th' ey deceiues 25 
With shapes that our own fancy giues. 
A cloud which gilt and painted now appeares 

But must drop presently in teares : 
When thy false beames o're reason's light preuail, 
By ignea faM for North starres we sail. 30 

Brother of Fear, more gaily clad, 
The merryer fool 0' th' two, yet quite as mad. 
Sire of Kepentance, child of fond desire 
That blow'st the chjrmick's ajid the loner's fire. 

Still leading them insensibly on 35 

With the strong witchcraft of * anon.' 
By thee the one does changing nature, throiigh 
Her endlesse labyrinths pursue ; 



AdiI til' utiier choaes woman ; while she goes 
M'irc wjiyea niiJ tunios then liiintcil Nature kiiowep 
M. Cowr.Ei 



NOTES AND IIXfSTRATIONS. 
In all the editions Mve thai ol lflii'2 the respective portiiinH 
of CowLEl and CiuBHAW are altemntoilnsQueslinaaiid Atiaiv<;r, 
kfler a faiibioD of the da; cxotnpliflod b; Peurroke anil Rvn- 
TAHD and others. The hoadiug in HUO. 1648 and IfiTO aword- 
ingly !■ > On Hope, b; v»y nl Qaentinn and AnsireT, U-twcru 
A. CowLRT and B. Crasraw.' 

t'ariouf rradingi /ram 1S46 fdili.»i. 
Line 3, ' and' for • or." and ' doth' for ' doeH." 
„ 7, 'Faten' for ' Btarrtis:' bnt as Fat« orcnrs in lin<' 4. 
' etarrea' seeom pn-tHrahlc. 
Line 9, ' endn* for * end,' 
., 18, "ho' for'nnnh.' 
,, 19, ' doth' for ' doen;' adopted. 

„ 80, ' its' for ' bid ;' the pemoniSmtlon vamintfl ' hlH.' 
,, 36. Ail ths other editions mitinad 

' mnv emptf cinnd. th« ejf It -rilf deDctyB.' 
There oun he no qncHlion that ' tbinne' not ' thin;' was the 
poet's word. C(. CRAsniw's reference iu his .\iiBwer. Trns- 
BULL psrpetQaton the error. 
Line 30, ■ not' (or ' for.' 
„ 33, ' shield' in all the editions save 1052 by mlHtake. 
„ 34, ' blows' and ' ehjmielui' for ' chjmiok ;' the lKtl«c - 
adopted. 

Line 37. as in line 19. 

„ 38, spelled ' labotintbR.' 
In imz Essaj' see critical remarks showing that Cowi.ev and 
CluBBAW revised their respective portiiins. It scenis to hare 
escaped notice that Cuwi.kt himself wrote another poeui ' fur 
Hope,' as bis former was ' Agninii Hope.' Sec il in onr Studj 
of Crashaw's Life and Poetry. U. 



M. CRASHAW'S ANSWEK FOK HOPEJ 

Dear Hope ! Earth's dowry, and Heaun's debt ! i 

The entity of things that are not yet. 

Subtlest, but surest beeing ! thou by whom 

Our nothing has a definition ! ' 

Substantial! shade ! whose sweet allay 5 

Blends both the noones of Night and Day : 

Fates cannot find out a capacity 
Of hurting thee. 

From thee their lean dilemma, with blunt horn, 

Shrinkes, as the sick moon from the wholsome morn, i o 

Rich hope ! Loue's legacy, vnder lock 
Of Faith ! still spending, and still growing stock ! 
Our crown-land lyes aboue, yet each meal brings 
A seemly portion for the sonnes of kings. 

Nor will the virgin ioyes we wed 1 5 

Come lesse vnbroken to our bed, 
Because that from the bridall cheek of Blisse 

Thou steal'st vs down a distant kisse. 
Hope's chast stealth harmes no more Ioye*s maidenhead 
Then spousal rites preiudge the marriage bed. 20 

* As with Cowlov's lines : HOe foot-note ante, G. 
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Fair hope ! Our earlyer Heau'u ! by thee 
Young Time is taster to Eternity : 
Thy generous wine with age growes Btrong, not aowre, 
Nor does it kill thy fruit, to smell thy Sowie. 

Thy golden, growing head neuer hangs down 25 
Till in the lappe of Loue's full noone 
It falls ; and dyes ! no, it melts away 

As doth the dawn into the Day : 
As lumpes of sugar loose themselues, and twine 
llieir subtile essence with the soul of wine. 30 

Fortune] alas.abouc the World's low warres [starres. 
llojic walks ; and kickcs the curld heads of conspiring 
Her keel cntts not the wauea where these winds atirr. 
Fortune's whole lottery is one blank to her. 

Her shafts and shee, fly farre above, 35 

And forage in the fields of light and love. 
Sweet Hope ! kind cheat ! fair fallacy ! by thee 

We are not where nor what we be. 
But what and where we would be. Thus art thou 
Uur absent presence, and our future now. 40 

Faith's sister ! nurse of fair desire t 
Fear's antidote ! a wise and wellatay'd fire ! 
Temper 'twixt cldll Desi>air, and torrid loy ! 
(Jueen regent in yonge Loue's minority t 

Though the vext chymick vainly chases 45 

His fugitiue gold thmugh all her faces ; 



1 80 M. CRASHAW'S ANSWER FOR HOPE. 

Though Loue*s more feirce, more fruitlesse, fires assay : 

One face more fugitiue then all they ; 
True Hope's a glorious huntresse, and her chase, 
The God of Nature in the feilds of grace. 50 

NOTES. 

Varioiu readings from 1646 edition. 

Line 2, ' things' for * those ;' adopted. But in Harlbian 
MS. 6917-18, it is * those.' As this ms. supplies in poems on- 
ward varioas excellent readings (e.g. * Wishes'), it may be noted 
that the Collection came from Lord Somers' Library of mbs., 
and is accordingly authoritative. 

Lines 5-6 read 

* Fairc cloud of Arc, Iwth shade and light 
Our life in death, our day in night.' 

Our text (1652) seems finer and deeper, and to put the thought 

with more concinnity. 

Line 9, ' thinne' for * lean.' 
„ 10, * like' for • as.' 

,, 11, * Rich hope' dropped in all the other editions ; but 
as it is parallel with the ' dear Hope' and * fair Hope' of the 
preceding and succeeding stanzas, I have restored the words. 
The line reada elsewhere, 

* Tliou art Love*8 Lcgaoie under lock' 
and the next, 

* Of Fiilth : the steward of our growing stock.' 
Line 13, * crown-lands lye.' 

18, ' Thou thus steal'st downe a distant kisse.' 

19, ' Hope's chaste kisse wrongs.' .... 

24, ' Nor need wee.' .... 

25, ' growing* is dropped. 
28, • doth' for * does ;' adopted. 
30, * subtile' for * supple ;* adopted : but in Harleian 

MS. as before, it is * supple.' 

Lines 31-32. This couplet is oddly misprinted in all the other 
editions, 

* Fortune, alas, above the world'it law warrcs, 
Uo\ie kicltu the cnrld* .... 

In 1670 there is a capital L to Law : but * low* yields the cvi- 



M. LliAHHAWa \NMWKU KOR HUPK. [HI 

dent metiniiiK intendtil. AIhb is = exclauuLliua aimply, uot il 
onr preftvat limitatioD of it ta Horrow. Bee Epitaph of Uiitinv( 
DQward, Udcb 19-52. 

Line 33. ' oar' lor ' thi>ao :' the Utter neceEsar; in ila ru]>' 
tiou to ' Iot' nut ' Isw.' the ' wrnds' being tliose of the ' wures' 
of tna world. 

Line 34, • And Fatt's' for ■ Fortune'B/ 

., 35-36 dropped by onr te^tt (105-2) tnadiertcntiy. 

„ 36, ' or' for 'nor.' 

„ 45, ' And' for ' Tboitgh.' 

.. 47, ' hnittrewe' for ' hunter ;' nituptvd. 

.. 48. ■ Held' tor ' fields.' 

., 49- I prefer ■ buntresBe' of 1U6. IBiM and lliTO, tc 
' hunter' ot our text (Ili&S). 0. 
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AIRELLES 

FROM IM-|I»l,|si|KI) M«M. 



Satttb Sortts- 



NOTE. 

See onr Preface for explanation of the title * Airelles* to 
these and other hitherto nnprinted and nnpnhlished Poems 
from the Tanner uss. of Arclibishop Bancroft : and our Essay 
for the biographic interest of the poems on the Gunpowder- 
Ploi. I adhere strictly thronghont to the orthography of the 
MR. G. 



MAKY SEEKING JESUS WHEN LOST. 



And is He gone. Whom tlicse ormes hold but now i 

Their hope, their vow ! 
Did ener greife and joy in one poore heart 

Soe soone change part 1 
Ilee'a gone ! The fair'st flower tJiat e're bosome ilrest ; 

My souk's Bweet rest. 
My wombc's chast pride is gone, my lioauen-bome T)oy; 

And where is joy ? 
Hee's gone ! and His lou'd steppes to wait vpon, 

Jry joy, is gone. 
My joyea, and Hee are gone ; my greife, and I 

Alone must ly: 
Hee's gone ! not leaving with me, till He come, . 

One sniile at home. 
Oh come then, bring Thy mother her lost joy i 

Oh come, aweet boy ! 
Make hast, and come, or e're my greife ami I 

Make hast, and dy. 
Peace, heart ! The heaiiena are angry, all their H|)herea 

RivaU thy tcarea. 
1 was mistaken, some faire sphere or other 

Waa Thy blest mother. 



186 MARY SEEKIXO JESUS WHEN LOST. 

What but the fairest heauen, could owne the birth 

Of soe faire earth ? 
Yet sure Thou did'st lodge heere : this wombe of mine 

Was once caird Thine ! 
Oft haue these armes Thy cradle envied, 

Beguiled Thy bed. 
Oft to Thy easy eares hath this shrill tongue 

Trembled, and sung. 
Oft haue I wrapt Thy slumbers in soft aires, 

And stroak*t Thy cares. 
Oft hath this hand those silken casements kept. 

While their sunnes slept. 
Oft haue my hungry kisses made Thine eyes 

Too early rise. 
Oft haue I spoild my kisses* daintiest diet, 

To spare Thy quiet. 
Oft from this breast to Thine, my lone-tost heart 

Hath leapt, to part. 
Oft my lost soule haue I bin glad to seeke 

On Thy soft cheeke. 
Oft haue these armes — alas ! — show'd to these eyes 

Their now lost joyes. 
Dawne then to me, Thou mome of mine owne day, 

And lett heauen stay. 
Oh, would'st Thou heere still fixe Thy faire abode. 

My bosome God : 
What hinders, but my bosome. still might be 

Thy heauen to Thee ? 



THE WOUNDS OF THE LORD JESUS. 

IN CICATillC^:^ UOUINt JKSU. 

Coke braue aoldjere, come and sec 
Mighty Louo'a artillery. 
This was the conquering dart; and loc 
There shines His quiuer, there His how. 
These the possiiie weapons are, 
That made great Loue, a man of warrc. 
The quiver that He bore, did bide 
Soe neare, it prov'd His very side ; 
In it there sate but one sole dart, 
A peircing one — Hie peirced heart. 
His weapons were nor Steele, nor brasee. 
The weapon that He wore. He was. 
For bow Hia vnbent hand did scrue, 
Well strung with many a broken neruc. 
Strange the quiver, bow and dart ! 
A bloody side, and hand, and heart ! 
But now the fcild is wonne ; and they 
(The dust of Warrj cleane wii)'d away) 
The weapons now of triumph be, 
That were before of Victorie. 




ON Y^ GUNPOWDER-TKEASON.i 

I SING Impiety beyond a name : 

Who stiles it any thinge, knowes not the same. 
Dull, sluggish He ! what more than lethargy 
Gripes thy cold limbes soe fast, thou canst not fly, 
And start from of[f ] thy center ? hath Heauen's loue 
Stuft thee soe full with blisse, thou can'st not moue ? 
If soe, oh Neptune, may she farre be throwne 
By thy kind armes to a kind world vnknowne : 
Lett her surviue this day, once mock her fate, 
And shee's an island truely fortunate. 
Lett not my suppliant breath raise a rude stormo 
To wrack my suite : O keepe Pitty warme 
In thy cold breast, and yearely on this day 
Mine eyes a tributary stream e shall pay. 
Dos't thou not see an exhalation 
Belch'd from the sulphury lungs of Phlegeton ? 
A living comet, whose pestiferous breath 
Adulterates the virgin aire ? with death 
It laboures : stifled Nature's in a s wound. 
Ready to dropp into a chaos, round 
About horror's displai'd ; It doth portend, 
Tliat earth a shoure of stones to heauen shall send, 

^ Seo ourEnsny forrrificnl remarks on this and related i)oem8. G. 
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And crack the cbrislall giobe ; the niilkly strcanii: 

Shall in a sillier raine niane out, whoBo creamo 

ShitU chouke tho gaping earth, w"^ then ahall fry 

In names, & of a burning fouer dy, 

That wonders may in fashiun be, not rare, 

A Winter's thuatlur with a groane sliall ecnrc, 

And rouM the sleepy ashes of the dend. 

Milking them skip out of their dusly Iwd. 

Those twincVliug oyes of heauen. w*" eu'n now shin'il, 

Shall with one Bosh of lightning bu struck blind. 

The sea shall change his youtbfull greonc, & slide 

Along the ahorc in a graue purple tide. 

It does prffisage, that a great Prince bIuUI cliiiibc, 

And gett a starry throne before hie time. 

To vaher in this shoale of prodigies, 

Thy infants, ^Eolus, will not suffice. 

Noe, noe. a giant wind, that will not spare i 

To tossc pooru men like dust into the aire ; 

Juatle downe inountaines ; Kings courts shall bo seiit, 

like bandied iMdles, into the firmament. 

Atlas shall he tript vpp, loue's gate shall fc-j1u 

The weighty rudimes of his boysteroiis heole. 

All this it threate, & more : Horro', that flics 

To th' empyra?uoi of all miseries. 

Most toll hyperbole's cannot descry it ; 

Miflcheife, that scomes expression should come nigh it. 

All this it only threats : the meteor ly'd ; 

It was oxhai'd, a while it hung, & dy'd. 
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Heauen kickt the monster dowue : downe it was throwne, 

The fall of all things it pra)sag*d, its oune 

It quite forgott : the fearfull earth gaue way, 

And durst not touch it, heere it made noe stay. 

At last it stopt at Pluto's gloomy porch ; 

He streightway lighted vpp his pitchy torch. 

Now to those toiling soules it giues its light, 

W** had the happines to worke ith' night. 

They banne the blaze, & curse its curtesy. 

For lighting them vnto their misery. 

Till now Hell was imperfect ; it did need 

Some rare choice torture ; now 'tis Hell indeed. 

Then glutt thy dire lampe with the warmest blood, 

That runnes in violett pipes : none other food 

It can digest, then watch the wildfire well. 

Least it breake forth, & bume thy sooty celL 

Upon the Gunpowder-Treason. 

Eeagh me a quill, pluckt from the flaming wing 

Of Pluto's Mercury, that I may sing 

Death to the life. My inke shall be the blood 

Of Cerberus, or Alecto's viperous brood. 

Vnmated malice ! Oh vnpeer'd despight ! 

Such as the sable pinions of the night 

Neuer durst hatch before : extracted see 

The very (quintessence of villanie : 

I feare to name it ; least that he, w*** hoarcs, 

Should hauo his soule frighted beyond the spheers. 



UPON THE GUN POWDER-TREASON. 19 

Heauen was aBham'd, to see our mother Earth 
Ei^onder with tho Night, & teeme a birth 
Soe foule, one minute's light had it hut seene, 
The fresh face of the inome had blasted heene. 
Her rosy cheekes you should haue aecne noe more 
Dy'd in vermilion blushes, as before : 
But in a vaile of clouds mufling her head 
A solitary life she would haue led. 
Affrighted Phcehus would haue lost his way, 
Giving hia wanton palfreys teaue to play 
Olympick games in the' Olympian plaines, 
His trembling hands loosing the golden rainee. 
The Queene of night gott the greene sicknes then, 
Sitting soe long at ease in her darke denne, 
Not daring to peepe forth, least that a stone 
Should beate her headlong from her jetty throne, 
loue's twinckling tapers, that doe light the world. 
Hod beene puft out, and from their stations hurl'd : 
JExA kept in his wrangling sonnes, least they 
With this grand blast should haue bin blowne away. 
Amaz&d Triton, with his shrill alarmes 
Bad sporting Neptune to pluck in his armes. 
And leaue embracing of the Isles, least hee 
Might be an actor In this Tragedy. 
Nor should wee need thy criapM wauea, for wee 
An Ocean could haue made t' haue drowhM thee. 
Torrents of salt teares from oar eyes should nume, 
And laise a deluge, where the flaming sunne 



192 UPON' TIIK OUN'POWDEK-TRKASON. 

Should coole his fiery wheeles, & neuer sinke 
8oe low to giue his thirsty stallions drinke ; 
Each soule in sighcs had spent its dearest breath. 
As glad to waite vpon their King in death. 
Each winged chorister would swan-like sing 
A mournfull dirge to their deceased king. 
The painted meddowes would haue laught no more 
For ioye of their neate coates ; but would haue tore 
Their shaggy locks, their flowry mantles turn'd 
Into dire sable weeds, S: sate, <fc mourn'd. 
Each stone had streight a Niobe become, 
And wept amain e ; then rear'd a costly tombe, 
T* entombe the laboring earth. For surely shee 
Had died just in her deliuery. 
But when loue's winged heralds this espied, 
Vpp to th' Almighty thunderer they hied, 
Relating this sad story. Streight way heo 
The monster crusht, maugre their midwiferie. 
And may such Pythons neuer liue to see 
The Light's faire face, but still abortiue bee. 

IJrON THE GUNPOWhRK-TREASON. 

Grow plumpe, leane Death ; his Holinesse a feast 
Ilath now pr««?par*d, &: you maist be his guest. 
Come grimme Destruction, t^ in purple gore 
Dye seu'n tinier deeper tlian they were before 
Tliy scarlet robes : for lieere you must not shaitj 
A coiTiou bancpu'tt : noe, heere's princely fare. 



UPON Tan (iUNrOWDEB-TKEiHON- 



Aiid least thy blood-ehott eyoH should lead osido 

This imisao of cruelty, to be thy guide 

Tliruu colohlack sisters, (whoso long autty hairc, 

And greisly visages doe fright Iho sire ; 

When Night bolield them, shame did almost turnc 

Her sable cbeekes into a blushing mornc, 

To see some fowler than horselfe) these stand, 

Each holding forth to light the aery brand, 

'NVliose purer itauiea tremble to he soo uigh, 

And in fell hatred bunung, angry dy. 

Sly, lurking treason is liis hosomo freiud, 

Whom faint, ilt: palofac't Feare doth stlU att<:ad. 

Those need noe invitation, onoly thou 

Block dismall Horro', come ; make {lerfect now 

Th' epitome of Hell ; oh lett thy pinions 

Be a gloomy uanopy to Plato's minions. 

In this iufemall Majesty close shrowd 

Your selues, you Stygiau stntes ; a pitchy clowil 

Shall hang the roome, & for your tapers bright, 

Sulphureous flames, anatcb'd &om letermtll night. 

But rest, aifrightcd Muse ; tliy siluer wings 

Way not row neorer to these dusky rings.' 

Cast hack boiuo amorous gknccs on Die cat«s, 

That hecre ore dressing by the hasty Fates, 

Nay stopp thy clowdy eyes, it is not gooil, 

To drowne tiky selfe in this pure pearly flood, 

■ Kny WkmK'-: l><it tli" Ms. <i"iil>rfiil. G. 



NOTE. 

For tho titlo-pago of * The Delights of tho Muses' see Note 
immediately before the original Preface, and our Preface on 
the classification of the several poems. O. 







MUSICK'S DUELI,.' 

Now Westward Sol Uad spent the ricliBBl beams i 
Of Xoon'8 high glory, wlion hard by tho atroams 
Of Tiber, on the sceano of a greonc plat, 
Vndor protection of an oako, there eate 
A BWuct Ltito's-moster ; in whoso gentle aires 5 

He lost the dayo'e heat, and hitt owue hot cares. 
Closo in tho covert of the leaves there stood 
A KightijigEde, conic from the neighbouring wood ; 
(The sweet inhabitant of each ghul true, 
Tlit'ir Muse, their Syren — harmlcsse Syren alio ') 10 
There stood she listning, and did cntcrtAine 
The miiaick's soft report, and mold tho same 
In her owno murmures, that what ever moo<l 
Ilia curious lingew lent, her voyce mode good ; 

> A|ipain>l nriKinklly in ■ nell^liu* vt llHe (pp. lUS-T): wu re- 
printo.1 ill 1648 (pp. i-i), tn-i ICTO (pp. Bl-fl). Our Mxt is Ibil of 
I64fl. ■« befdKi bill (II *gi<e. See NoUa tnil lltastntions 11 cluM 
■if ihia poem for otbcT two earliif tnnBlBtions, and our Eaaa; fnr Ihc 
origioal Latin, with critiuil remarks. In oat illiwtral»l igiurto edi- 
tion will be (bund 1 psIbMic uiil daintily -rendered il Iq*I rUiiHi, dune 
«Kpreul7 for us by Mn. Blackburn at tiluf^uw, mil engisveU by 
W. J. Linum, Eh|. U. 
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The man pcrcoiv'd liis rivjill, and hor art ; 15 

Diapos'd to give the light-foot lady sport, 

Awakes his lute, and 'gainst the fight to come 

Tnformos it in a sweet pneludium 

Of closer straines, and ere the warre begin, 

Ho lightly skirmishes on every string, 20 

Chai^M with a flying touch : and streightway she 

Carves out her dainty voyce as readily, 

Into a thousand sweet distinguished tones, 

And reckons up in soft divisions, 

Quicke volumes of wild notes ; to let him know 25 

By that shrill taste, sht* could do something too. 

His nimble hands' instinct then taught each string 
A capring cheerefullnesse ; and made them sing 
To their owne dance ; now negligently rash 
He throwes his arme, and with a long drawne dash 30 
Blends all together ; then distinctly tripps 
From this to that ; then quicke returning skipps 
And snatches this again, and pauses there. 
Shee measures every measure, every whore 
Meets art with art ; sometimes as if in doubt 35 

Not perfect yet, and fearing to be out, 
Trayles her plaine ditty in one long-spun noto, 
Through the sleeko passage of her open throat, 
A cleare iinwrinckled song ; then doth sheo point it 
With tender accents, and severely joynt it 40 

By short diminutives, that being rear*d 
In controverting warbles evenly shar'd, 



MUalCK a KUELL. 

With hor awoet aelfc shec wrangles. Ileo amazed 

Tliat from so small a cliaiinoll should lie rms'il 

The torrent of a voyce, whoso melody 

Could melt into such «weet variety, 

Stroinos higher yet ; that tickled with Mro art 

The tittting sti'uigs (each breathing in his part) 

Most kindly doe fall out ; the grumbling bnso 

In surly groans disdaines the treble's grace ; 

The high-perch't treble chirps at this, and chides, 

Vntill hia finger (Moderatour) hides 

And closes the swoct quarroU. rowsing all, 

Hoarco, shrill at once ; as when the trumpets call 

Hot Mars to th' harvest of Death's field, and won 

Men's hearts into tbeir hands : this lesson too 

Shee gives him back ; her supple brest thrills out 

Sharpe aires, and stsggers in a warbling doubt 

Of dallying sweotnease, hovers o'ro her skill, 

And folils in wav'd notes with a trembling bill 

The plyaiit series of her slippery song ; 

Then starts shoe suddenly into a throng 

Of short, thicke sobs, whoae thundring voUeyos float 

And roule themselves over her lubrick throat 

In panting munnars, "still'd out of hor breast, ( 

That over-biibling spring ; the sugrod nest 

Of Iter delicious suulc, tliat tlicrc does lyo 

Bathing in stroamcs of liquid molodie ; 

Musiek's best seed-plot, whence in ripon'd aires 

A golden-beaded harvenl fnirely rearea 
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His hoDey-dropping tops, plov'd by lier breath, 

Which thore reciprocally labouieth 

In tliat sweet soyle ; it scctnes a holy quire 

Founded to th' name of great ApoUo's lyre, 

Whose silvcr-roofe rings with the sprightly notes 75 

Of sweet-Iipp'd angel-imps, that swill their throats 

In crcame of morning Helicon, and then 

I'Tefcrre solVanthemB to the cares of men, 

To woo them from their beds, still murmuring 

That men can sleeps while they their mattena sing: 80 

(Most divine service) whose so early lay, 

Prevento the eye-lidda of the blushing Day ! 

There you might heare )ier kindle her soft voyce, 

In the close murmur of a sparkling noyse. 

And lay the ground-worke of her hopefidl song, 85 

Still kuoping in the forward streame, so long, 

Till a HWcct whirle-wind (striving to get out) 

Heaves het soft bosome, wanders round about, 

And makes a pretty earthquake in her breast, 

Till the fledg'd notes at length forsake their nest, 90 

Fluttering in wanton shoales, and to the sky 

Wiug'd with their owne wild ccchos, pratllng fly. 

yheo ojics the floodgate, ond lots loose a tide 

Of streaming sweetnesso, which in state doth ride 

On the wuv'd backe of every swelling straine, 95 

Itiaing and falling in a pompous tiaine. 

And while she thus discharges a shrill pealu 

( )f liashii^ airi'K ; she qunlifics their lealo 
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Willi Uie coolo eiMulo of a gniTor uoat, 

ThiiH high, thviB low, ne if her silver throat i oo 

Would reach the brazen voyce of War's hourcc binl; 

Hex Utile soulo is raviaht i and so pour'd 

Into loose extaaies, that sho ie )>lac't 

Above her aeliv, Mustek's Eathusiost. 

Shame now and anger mixt a double slaine 105 
In the Miuilian'.4 face ; yet once agoine 
(Mistresse) I come ; now reach a elmine my luU? 
Abovo her mocko, or bo for ever mute ; 
Or tune a song of victory lo mo, 

< !)r to thy aelfe, sing Ihine own obaequie : 110 

So said, his hands sprightly oa fire, he flings 
And with a quavering coyncaac tasts the strings. 
The eweet-lip't sisWrs, musically frighted, 
Singing their feoros, are fearcfuUy delighted, 
Trembling as when Appolo's golden haJrcs 1 [5 

Are fan'J and friuled, in the wanton ayres 
Of his own breath : which marrj-ed to hia lyre 
Dolh tune Ihe sphearee, and make Heaven's selfo looke 
From this to that, from that to this ho llyes. [higber, 
Feelea Mustek's pulse in all h^r arteryes ; 1 10 

Caught in a net which there Apollo spreads, 
His fingers struggle with the vocall IhroadB, 
Following those lilllt! rills, he sinkex into 
A sea of Helicon ; his hand does goe 
Ttiose psthcs of swoctneaso which with nc«tardrop, 125 
SolUr than that which pants in Kobe's cup, 
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'i'liu liuRioiiTiius Rtrin}^ expuund his loarntd toiicli, 

1)y variuiis jjliuisia ; now tliey aeemo to grutch, 

Anil muniiur iu u biozing dinne, tlien ginglo 

In shrill'tungu'd accents : stiiviug to be single. i; 

Every smwtU tume, uvury delicious stroake 

Gives life ti> sniiii^ new grace ; thus doth h' invoke 

SivcetnC88<! Iiy nil her nnntos ; thus, bmvoly thus 

(Fraught with n fury so harmonious) 

The luto's 1i<;lit geiiiiiR now does proudly rise, i; 

lleavM on llie surges of swolne mpsodyes, 

Whose ilourish (metcorlikc) doth curie the aira 

With flash of high-homo foncyes ; here and there 

Dancing in lofty mcasuTes, and anon 

Creeps on the soft touch of a tender tone ; i ; 

AVhoso truniMing murmurs melting in wild ain>8 

Kuiia to and fro, complaining his awcet cares, 

Recause those pn^tious myaterycs that dwell 

In Musick's ravisli't soule, he dares not tell, 

I'ut wliisjicr 1.0 the world ; tliua di>o they vary i . 

Ridi string liin note, as if they moant to cany 

'I'licir Master's bk^l mjuIg (snatcbt out at bis earcs 

I'.y a strong extasy) through all tlm epUeares 

( )f ^liieick's heaven ; and seat it there on high 

In th' pmi>yniiuni of piire Iiarniony. i ; 

At kiigtli (rtfter so long, so loud a strife 

Of all the strings, still broathii^; the boat life 

(If bhat variety, attending on 

His lingers fairest n-volution 
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In many a sweet riat-, many ns sweat a fall) 1 55 

A fiiUminitird ilmpasoii swallowos nil. 

Tliia Jniio, lie liata what she woiiUI say to tliia, 
And sho, (altliotigti lier brentli'a lute exerciso 
Had dealt too rouglily with her Umder throtito,) 
Vet sunimona all hor aweet powers for a noato. i6d 
Alaa ! in vaine ! for whilo (sweat eoiile !) ahe tryea 
To measure sll those wild divereities 
Uf chatt'ring strings, by the sniall size of one 
Poore simpte voyco, rais'd in a natural! tone ; 
Sho failee, and failing grievaa, and grieving dyos. 1O5 
Sho dyes : and leovea her life the Victor's prise, 
Falling upon his lute : O, fit to have 
(That hvM so sweetly) tleail, so sweet a grave ! 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 
In our Esuy we give the Driginol Latin of this very re- 
Dwrkable povm, that the itndent m»; ice hov Cbagsaw boa 
tiDDoblud BuJ truisHgnred Stiuda. Still further to bLow huw 
EDDuli we owe to oar Poot. I print hare (a) An BnonymonB Iruis- 
Istiuu. wliich I diflcoTereil at the British MDBonm in Additional 
USB. 19. aca ; nerar before printed. (6) Sir FiustiB WoarutY's 
translation from hia 'CharactorB and Elegioa' (Ili46). lu the 
tarmut I biiTO bBeo obliged to loavu one or two worda nnllllud- 
lu as illegible in the hh. 




{a) The Mmiche ITottc Vnwvn y FiJlrr and l/u 
Nowe bad greale Sol y middlv orlie fonuoke 
When as a Gdler by a stidinge brouke 
With Hhadie Imwa™ was gnanled from y* aire 
And on his (Idle plaid away hia care. 
A niglilin^e hid in the leanta Ibae Mood 
The maae and barmelps Syren of the nooil ; 



'i^lilinffiilf. 



Shee snatcht y* luundeii and with in cdio pndw : 
What bia band play dc hei voice rutaratca. 
I'erceaTinge huw y lUtninge bird did ait 
Y> tidjei func would nuke same aport with it, 
And neatdj stroke y* lule ; then she bcgaa 
Aad through thoae nutea ran glib diviiion ; 
Thai with quicke hand he itrikca y* tiemblinge atri 
Now with ■ akiltall negligence he fiinga 
His carelease armea, then softly playes his put •■ 
ThcD ahce b^oa and answera ait with art, 
And now ai if Tncortaine how to singe 
Lengthens her notes and choiseat art doth bringe, 
And intenninglinge softer notes with shrill 
Daintily qaavera through her trembling bill. 
Y< Qdler wondera such melodious notea 
Shold haue proceedinges (roni soe slender thioala ; 
Tryea ber sgaine, then loudly spake y* 



Then high, then lowe againe, y sweetly iam 

Juat like a trumpet eallinge men to wairs. 

ThuB did y* dainty Philomela doe 

And with hoarse voice sange an alarmc too. 

The fidler bluaht, and al in ragg [C*. rage] he went 

About to breahe his concjueiM inatrnment, 

But yet suspoctinge lest ambitious shee 

Shnlil to [he woods warbla her victory ; 

Strikes with inimitable blowes 

And fliea through all the utringa, now these, now Iho 

Then tryca the ni)t«s, labours in each stnyne 

And then «xpecta if ahee rcplyed agayne. 

The poore hacmoDioui bird now almost dombe. 

But impatient, to be overcome 

CMn her aweet atrength together all In vayne, 

For while sbcc thinkea to imitate each atrayne 

In pure and natiue language, in this strife 

And dayntie musicke-woiie ahee left her life, 

And ycldinge to the glacteome conqneronr 

Falls in his (idle : i ' 



HUBICK B DUELL. 



(A) Fnm ' Ckaroclfn niirf Blrgia.' Bg FYancii Warticy, tnu/hl and 
burunet: l<>46 (p. <iU). A ParophKim upon tkc ymti v<hkh 
A'cinkiMH SlToda made of the LolnaUt niuf PkilamrU m Coo- 



• Whai past tba middle orbe Uie parching BUn 
Uul downward neanir out horizon run 
A Luteniat neate Tiber'i Blreumea bail round 

Wha¥ the etxhn did rcnouncl. 
Under n holme a ahadjr bower he made 
To ease hii carei, hia aeverall phonciea plny'il ; 
Tht philomcll no looner did Ibc muaicke Ueiir 

BbI ittaigbt-wayea she drew uvan 
The hannlesse Syren, muaicke of the w«ud, 
Hid in a leavy-biuh, ahe hcarking bkkhI, 
r» he plaid, 



AndU) 






With bei shiil voyce doth all bis painea requite 
Lost not one DOte, but to hi« plaj- tung right ; 
Welt pleaHd to beare ber akil, and envy, he 

Trye» hia yariatj. 
And ilarea her with hi* aeveiall nolca, flint throw 
Kren alt tlie itraina his ikill oiuld reach milii: 
A ihoiuand wayea he tryes : abe anawtra all, 

And for new itrayvea duM call. 
lie ould iinl i«acli a atring iu inch a amine; 
I'o which ulie waible and not song it plaine; 
Ilia lingeiB could nul reach to greater choicB, 

Then «lie did with her Toycc. 
Tbc Lulenial admired her narrow throat 
Could roach ao high or Inll to any note: 
But that wliicb he di<l thioke in ber laoet Btraiigc. 

She inatantty conid chaub-e. 
Ur aharpe or Hat. or meanE, or qoicke, or alow. 
What ere he plaid, ihe the like akiU would ahnw ^ 
And if be inward did hia note) recall. 

She BIIBWcr made to alL 
Th' imaged Latcnbi, be bluaht for ahatiie 
llul be could out thii weake corrivall lami'^ 
If thou canat aiiawer Ihia Tie lireake my lulc. 

And yeild m the dispute. 
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lie said no more, but ainica at such a height 
Of skill, ho thought sho crtuUl not imitate: 
He nIiows the utmost cunning of hiK hand 

And all he could command. 
He trj'cs Iiis strength, his active fhigcrs flyo 
To every Hiring and stop, now low, now high, 
And higher yet he multiplyes his skill, 

Then doth his chorus fill. 
Then he cx])ecting stands to tr}' if she 
llis envy late would yeeld the victory : 
Slic would not yeeld, but summons all her force 

Though tyrbd out and hoarse. 
She strives with various strings the lute*s bast chest 
The spirit of man, one narrow throat and chest : 
Unequal matches, yet she^s pleased that she 

Concludes x'ictoriouslv. 
Her spirit was such she would not live to hearc 
The Lutcnist bestow on her a jeere, 
Ihit broken-hearted fall ujMn the tombe 

She choose the svrcct lute's wombe. 
The warbling lutes doe yet their triumphs tell 
(With moumfull accents) of the philomell, 
And have usurpt the title ever since. 

Of harmony the prince. 
The moral 1 this, by emulation wee 
May nmch improve both art and industry, 
Though she deserve the name of Philomell 

Yet men must her excell.* 

A third (anouymouB) translation, with the Latin on the 
opposite pages, I came on in Lanbdowne mss. 8910, PI. Ixvi. 
from which extracts will be found in our Essay. 

In the Sanciioft ms. the heading is * Fidicinis et PliilomeliD 
Bellnm Musicnm. R. Cit/ It roads in lino 79 ' whence* for 
* where;' adopted: line 125, * patheH* for 'parts;* adopted: 
other variations only orthographic, as is the case with the dif- 
ferent eilitions. I note these : in 1G70, lino 83 reads * might 
yon :* line 99, 1(>40 misprints 'grave :* line 156, onr text mis- 
prints ' full-month,' and so KUG ; 1 adopt ' fuU-month'd' from 
1070 and Sancuoit M8. G. 
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All trees, all loavy grovue confesge thu tjpniig ■ 

Thoir gontlost friund ; thon, then the lands begin 

To swell with forward pride, and fued desire 

To generation ; Heavcn'a Almighty Sire 

Melts on the bommo of His love, and powres 5 

Himaclfe into her lap in fruitful! ahowera. 

And by a soft iniiinuatiou, mist 

With Earth's large nmsee, doth cherish and assist 

Her weakc conceptions. No lone shade but ring" 

With cbatring binla' delicious mummringg; 10 

Then Veniis' mild instinct (at set times) yields 

The henis to kindly nieotinga, then the fields 

((juick with watmo Zupliyre's lively breath) lay forlli 

Their pregnant bosoraua in a fragrant birth. 

Each bmly's plump and jucy, all things full 1 5 

Of stipple moisture : uo coy twig but will 

' Ap[««r«l origindly in tho 'DeliehU' of IIMG (jiii. IIU.I), uiil 
mu reprinUd in cdiliimi 1MB (pp. JS) luid IE70 (pp. lOfl-T). tlur 
text ia that at IMS, n* liefimi, wilb the exoplion oF ■kediIcu' tm 
'genllc' from 11)46 editimi (Hue 3d), vbicb ia eonfinned by Ibe Sab- 
CBDPT Ha. The MR. iu line lu reads 'cbaiiing^' line 16, I bavf 
CoTrKled the tuuol reading ot ' biMume' by ' lilomme,' f rom Ihe 8a.i- 
t-ROfT KH. The beadinic of tbc Us. i« ' H Viig. GmrK. pwlicuU. 
In laudem Vetla. K.Ck.' i.e. Gniri;. li. 3£)-3tK. G. 
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WITH A PIOTUBK 8BNT TO A FRIKKU. 



Trust lib beloved bloesomo to the sun 

{Grownc lusty now) ; no vino so weake and young 

That feitree the foule-mouth'd Auator or those stonnes 

I1iat the SouUiwoBt-wind hutriea in his aimea, ao 

But basts her forward bloseomes, and layee out 

Freely layes out her loaves : nor doe I doubt 

liut when the world fiist out of cbaos sprang 

So smil'd the dnyes, and so the tenor ran 

Of their felicity. A Spring was there, 25 

An everlasting Spring, the jolly yeare 

Led round in bis great circle ; no wind's breath 

Ab then did smell of Winter or of Death. 

Wlien Life's sweet light first shone on bcttBts, and when 

From their hard mother Earth, sprang hardy men, 30 

When beasts tooke up their lodging in the Wood, 

Starres in their higher chambers : never cou'd 

The tender growth of things endure the senco 

Of such a cliangc, but that the Heav'na indulgence 

Kindly supplyes sick Nature, and doth mold 35 

A awectly-temper'd mcane, nor hot nor cold. 



WITH A riCTUEE SEKT TO A FRIEND.' 

I TAINT 80 ill, my pooce had need to bo 
Painted agoinc by some good poesie. 



IK PRAiae OF LBSSID8S RULE OP HEALTH. 20 

I write so ill, my slender line is scarce 

So much OS tU' picture of a well-lira'd rerse ; 

Yet may the love I send be true, though I 
Send not true picture, nor true poesie. 

Both which away, I should not need to feare, 
My love, or feign'd or painted ehould appeare. 



IN PRAISE OF LESSIUS'S RULE OF 
HEALTH.! 

GoE now, with some doreing drugg, i 

Baite thy disease, and while they tugg. 

Thou, to maintaine their cruell strife 

Spend the dears treasure of thy life : 

Goo take phyaicke, doat upon 5 

Some big-nam'd composition, — 

The orocnlouB doctors' mistick bills. 

Certain hard words made into pills ; 

And what at length shalt get by these 1 

Onely a costlycr disease. 10 

' Out lexL is fmiD Ih« ' Ujgiutioim' of Le«ius in the Englitb 
truulation nf 1636. Ihc tilJe-p*«e of which u u fallows : ' Hfgi- 
uticon ; nr Ibe right coane of pnwrving Life mnd Hnlth imtii 
extream old Age ; Together with soandnewe *nd ictsgrilie of the 
Sonwi, ludgement, tad Uemorie. Wiittai in Latine by LbONard 
liEasii's, luii now done into ED{;liah. The third Edition. Cam- 
bridge, 1636.' [42mo.] It i> there entitled 'Tn the Keadei, upon 
the Book'a intent,' and begins at line IS ; Ibtat optcing line* bdng 
taken from the ■ DelighM' of 1646 (pp. 112-8). 8m out F^aiy for 
nmarits on ihia pnem, and al rloae Motea and viriotu readbigi. O. 



:!1U IN PRAISE UK LBaSIOo's BULK OF HEALTH. 

Goe poore man, thinke what shall bee 
Remedie 'gainst th; remedie. 
That which makes us have no need 
Of phieick, that's phiaick indeed. 

Heark hither, Header : would'et thou see 
Natun her own physician be ! 
Would'st see a man all his own wealth, 
His own muaick, his own health t 
A man, whose sober soul cap tell 
How to wear her garments well 1 
Her ganncnts, that upon her sit, 
(As garments should do) close and fitf 
A well-clothed soul, that's not opprest 
JSoi choked with what she should be drestt 
Whose soul's sheath'd in a crystall shrine, 
Through which all her bright features shine f 
As when a piece of wanton lawn, 
A thin aerial vail is drawn, 
■ O're Beauty's face ; seeming to hide, 
Alorc sweetly shows the blushing bride : 
A soul, whose intellectuall beams 
No mists do mask, no lazie steams 1 
A happie soul, that all the way 
To Heav'n, hath a Summer's day? 
Would'st see a man whose woll-warm'd bloud 
Bathes him in a genuine floud 1 
A man, whose tunfed humours be 
A set of rarest harmonic 1 



IN PB.VIHt: or LEMSlUHtt HULE UF HEALTQ. 211 

Woiild'at see blithe looks, fresh cheekB begwile 

Agel Would'st Bco December Binilet 40 

Would'st Bce a nest of roaes grow 

III a bed of reverend snow 1 

Warm thoughts, free spirits, flattering 

Wintot'e aolf into a Spring } 

In snmme, would'st see a man that can 45 

Live to be old, and still a man t 

Whose latest, and most leaden hourcs. 

Fall with soft wings, stuck with soft flowres ; 

And when Life's sweet fable ends, 

His sold and bodie part like friends : 50 

No quarrels, murmures, no delay : 

A kisso, a sigh, and ao away I 

This rare one. Reader, woald'st thou see, 

Heark hither : and thyself be he. 

NOTES AND ILLDBTBATIONS. 

BeBides the reprint of 1640 tftupra, thUpoem appeared in 
IMB (pp. 6, 9). 1&63 (pp. 1-2(1-8), where it is entitled ' Tempvr- 
ance. Of the Cheap Phjaitiui. vpOD tho TruigUtiOD ol LeBsivs 
(pp. 13G-S) :' and 1U70 (pp. 103-U and pp. 307-8. being m&dvurt- 
entl; printed twice). These inriationB are noticeable : 

Line 1, in 1B18 and lUSS. - Goe now and with ' 

„ 2. in 1670, ' the' far ■ th; ;' and Tuiuibcll, ai asoal, 
repeals the error. 

IJne 3, in 1(U8 'preUoos' (or 'emel:' so 1670 in Sd copy. 
„ 9, ib. 'last' for 'length,' and 1670 'gaine' for 'get' 
in 2d copy. 

Lines II, 13, this couplet is inadvertently dropped in 1648. 
I adopt ' 'gainet' tor ' against' from SiKcnorr us. in line I'i. 

Line 15, ib. 'wUt' tor ' wnnldgt.* 
„ 18, - phjMok' in lUA, 1648 and 1670 (let copy) ; bat 




212 THE BEGINNING OF HELIODORUS. 

' musick* is asBiiredly the finer reading, as in Hyglastioon and 
1670 (in 2d copy). Of. lines 19, 20, onward, which show that 
* music' was intended. 

Line 25, in all the three editions * a' for * whose :* in 1670 
(2d copy) ' A soul sheath'd . . . .' 

Line 34, in 1646 * hath' for ' rides in,' and so in 1670 (Ist 
copy) : * hath' seems the simpler and better. 

line 35, 1646 and 1670 misinsert * thou* before * see.' 
„ 88, * set' for * seat' in the three editions (1670, 1st copy) ; 
adopted. 

Line 41, in 1648 * Would'st see nests of new roses grow :' 
so 1670 (2d copy). 

Line 46, 1646 and 1670 end here. 

Leonard Lessius was a learned Jesuit, bom 1st October 1554, 
and died 15th January 1623-4. He was professor of theology in 
the University of Louvaine. His * Hygiasticon, sen vera ratio 
Taletndinis borne et vitae' is still readable and quick. G. 



THE BEGINNING OF HELIODORUS.^ 

The smiling Mome had newly wak't the Day, i 

And tipt the mountaines with a tender ray : 
When on a hill (whose high imperious brow 
Lookes downe, and sees the humble Nile below 

^ Appeared originally in 'Delights' of 1646 (p. 114): was re- 
printed in 1648 (p. 10) and 1670 (pp. 109-110). Our text is that of 
1648 ; but all agree. Oar Poet has turned the prose of the original 
into verse (i£thiopica, lib. i. cap. 1). There was an early English 
translation of the whole, as follows : ' Heliodorus, his Ethiopian 
Histor}' : Done out of Greeke, and compared with other Translations. 
1622' [quarto]. In line 2, 1646 and 1670 read * in' for * with :* line 
7, 1646 misprints * thy* for * they.* The heading in the Sancrovt 
MS. is ^ The faire iEthiopian, R. Cr.' Turnbull perpetuates 1670*s 
misprint of * in* for ' with* in line 2, and adds one of his own in line 
26, by misprinting * guest' for * guests.' O. 
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Licke his proud feet, and haate iato the ae^a 5 

Tltrou)jh the ((roat mouth that's naui'd irom Hercules) 
A band of men, rough as the armes they wore 
Look't round, first to the aea, then to the shore. 
The shore that shewed them, what the eea deny'd, 
Hope of a prey. There to the luuine-lajid tyd 10 

A ship they saw ; no men she hod, yet prest 
Appear'd with other lading, for her brest 
Deep IB the groaning waters wallowed 
Vp to the third ring : o're the shore was spread 
Death's purple triumph ; on the blushing groimd 15 
Life's late forsaken houses all lay drown'd 
In their owne blood's dearo deluge ; some new dead ; 
Some panting in their yet warme mines bled. 
While theii affrighted aoules, uow wing'd for flight 
Lent them the lo^t Rash of her glinunoring light. 10 
Those yet fresh streamea which crawled every where 
Shew'd that sterna Warre hod newly bath'd him there. 
Nor did the face of this disaater show 
Markes of a fight alone, but fetisting too : 
A miserable and a monstruous feast, 15 

Where hungry Warre had made himself a guesl : 
And comming late hml cat up guests and all. 
Who prov'd the feast to their owne funerall &i-. 



CUPID'S CRYER: 

OUT OF THE OREEKE.' 

Love is lost, nor can his mother i 

Her little fugitive discover ; 
She seekes, she sighes, but no where spyes him ; 
Love is lost : and thus shee cryes him. 

yes ! if any happy eye, 5 

This roaving wanton shall descry ; 
Let the finder surely know 
Mine is the wagge ; 'tis I that owe 
The winged wand'rer ; and that none 
May thinke his labour vainely gone, 10 

The glad descryer shall not misse, 
To tast the nectar of a kisse 
From Venus lipps. But as for him 
That brings him to me, he shall swim 
In riper joyes : more shall be his 15 

(Venus assures him) than a kisse. 
But lest your eye discerning slide. 
These markes may be your judgement's guide; 

^ Appeared originally in the 'DelighU' of 1646 (pp. 115-117): 
was reprinted 1648 (pp. 11-13) and 1670 (pp. 110-112). Our text is 
that of 1648; but all agree, save as follows: 1646 misprints * cease* 
for * ceaze* = seize, in line 17 from end ; and 1670, line 8 from be- 
ginning, misprints ' own* for ' owe ;* the latter perpetuated by Turn- 
bull. The poem is an interpretation of the first Idyll of Moachus. 
Line 5, * O yes* = the legal otfuz : line 8, * owe* = own. G. 





CQPID B CTtVER. 

Hia skin 08 with d fiery bhishing 

[ligh>cijlour'(l U ; his ejes still Hushing 

With nimble flomea ; and though bis mind 

Be ne're so curst, his tongue is kind : 

For never were his words in ought 

Found the pure issue of hia thought. 

The working bees' soft melling gold, 

Tliat which their waxen mines enfold. 

Flow not so sweet aa doe the tones 

Of his tun'd accents ; but if onne 

His anger kindle, presently 

It boylos out into cruelty. 

And firaud : he makes poor mortalls' hurts 

The objects of hia cruell sports. 

With dunty curies his froward face 

Is crown'd about : But what place. 

What farthest nooke of lowest Hell 

Feeles not the atrength, the reaching spell 

Of Ilia small hand I Yet not so small 

As 'tis poworfull therewithal!. 

Though bare his sldii, his miud ho covers, 

And like a saucy bird he hovers 

With wanton wing, now hero, now there, 

'Bout men and women, nor will spare 

Till at length tie perching rest. 

In the closet of their hreat. 

Ilia weapon la a little bow, 

Yft such a one as — .love knows how — 



21G cupid's crymr. 

Ne*ro suffred, yot his little arrow, 

Of Heaven's high'st arches to fall narrow. 

The gold that on his quiver smiles, 

Deceives men's feares with flattering wiles. 50 

But — too well my wounds can tell — 

With bitter shafts 'tis sauc't too welL 

He is all cruell, cruell all, 

HiB torch imperious though but small 

Makes the sunne — of flames the sire — 55 

Worse than sun-burnt in his fire. 

Wheresoe're you chance to find him 

Ceaze him, bring him — but fijst bind him — 

Pitty not him, but feare thy selfe 

Though thou see the crafty elfe, 60 

Tell down his silver-drops unto thee : 

They'r counterfeit, and will undoe thee. 

With baited smiles if he display 

His fawning cheeks, looke not that way. 

If he ofler sugred kisses, 65 

Start, and say, the serpent hisses. 

Draw him, drag him, though he pray 

Wooe, introat, and crying say 

Pretheo, sweet, now let me go. 

Here's my quiver, shafts and bow, 70 

rie give thee all, take all ; take heed 

Lest his kinduesse make thee bleed. 

What e're it be Loue offers, still presume 
That though it shines, 'tis fire and will consume. 



VPCIN lUSHOP ANDREWS- PICTURE BEFOKE 
HIS SERMONS,' 

This reverend shadow cast that setting sun, i 

Whose glorious course through our honizon run, 
Left the ditnme face of this dull hemisphoare, 
All one great eye, all drowii'd in one great t^are. 
Whose faire, illuetrious soule, led his free thought 5 
Through Learning's vniverse, and (vainly) sought 
Room for her spatious selfe, untill at length 
Shee found the way home, with an holy strength ; 
Snatch 't her self hence to Heaven : fill'd a bright place, 
'Mongst those inimortall lires, and on the face 10 

Of her great Maker fixt her flaming eye. 
There still to read true, pure divinity. 

> The 6rn editiop of BUhop Andrewea' Sermons wui published 
in 1629. Its till* WM 'XCVI Semunu b; the Ki|{ht Honourable end 
Reverend Farher in Ood, Laoncelot Andrewea, lUe Lord Binhnp at 
WinrhcBier.' Ii ia dedicated to the Kinf; bj Ltud and Backendgr, 
Bishop of Ely, the istler adding a funenl sermon. Il has no frontis- 
piece LnwuDES, as other bibliographers, dnes nol seem to have 
known the edition of 1699. He calls that of 1G8I the flrsl. while it 
was the second; and he saya it had a fronliapiere, which ia incor- 
rect, if I may judjfe from a number of copies pervmally examined. 
The third wlilimi (1686) I have not seen: hnl in Ihe quarto (I^M 
appears a fnmli«pieer-portnit. havint; Ihe lines alwTt, but no name 
ur inilial*. Linr R Ti'rsbuli. misprints ' and, with holy.' O. 



218 VrON THE DRATH OP A GENTLEMAN. 

And now that grave aspect hath deigu'd to ahrinke 
Into this lesee appeaiance i If you thinke 
Tis but a dead face, Art doth here bequeath : i 

Looke on the following leaves, and see him breath. 



VPON THE DEATH OF A GENTLEMAN.' 

Kaitui.bsse and fond Mortality ! i 

Who will ever credit thee 1 

Fond, and faithlesse thing ! that thus, 

In our best hopes beguilest ua. 

What a reckoning haat thou made, 5 

Of the hopes in him we laid ! 

For life by volumes lengthened, 

A line or two to apeake him dead. 

For the laureU in his verae, 

The Bullen cyprease o're his hersc cra;>e 10 

For soe many hopM yearea 

Of fruit, aoe many fruitles tearea : 

> Appeared oriKinall}- in ' Slepn' ot 164G (pp. 31-2) : wu nptinted 
in 1648 ' Deligbts' (pp. 18-19) and IC70 (pp. Vfi-7). Our text u tliM 
.•r 1648; but 4ll tgtee. The Sancroft hs. gives us the name of iht 
' gentleman' celebrated, being (htu hendeil, ' Ip obilnm deaideratiuimi 
M"Cluunben, Coll. ReKUial. Socij. R.CB.;' and in the mir{(in in the 
■ichbiihop'a hand, ' The title and Name not in y" print.' The same 
HK. impplien na with linen 11-1-2 and '21-32. never before printed. 

TbM HH. ill line 23 reads ' If yel at leant he' and ill line 32. 

* are' tor ' be.' Unly ulhcr nlight orthographic ditferencea. U. 



VPON THE IIKATH iJF A UENTLEHAN. 

For a ailver-crownt!(l hend 

A durty pillow in Death's bod. 

For ao deare, so deep a trust, 

Sad requitall, thus much dual ! 

Now though the blow tliat snatch biin hencf, 

Stopt the mouth of Eloquence : 

Though ehee be dumbe e're since his death. 

Not us'd to speake but in his brcatli ; 

Iieaviug bis death viigarniah^d 

'I'herefore, becnuee hee is dead 

Yet if at least ehee not denjee. 

The sad language of our eyes. 

Woe are contented : fur then Ihia 

Language none more fluent is. 

Nothing Bpoakes our griefe so well 

As to speak nothing. Come then tell 

Thy Diind in tearea who e're thou be. 

That ow'st a name to misery. 

Kyes are vocall, teares have tongues, 

And there bo words not mode with lungu ; 

Sententious ehowres : let them fall, 

Their cadence is rhetoricall. 

ilere'a a theame will drinke th' oxpence, 

Of all thy watry eloquence. 

Weepo then I onoly he exprest 

Thus mueh, ' he's dead :' and M-ecp the ii'st. 



VPON THE DEATH OF MR. HERRYS.^ 

A PLANT of noble stem me, forward and faire, i 

As ever whisper'd to the morning aire, 

Thriv'd in these happie grounds; the Earth's just pride ; 

Whose rising glories made such haste to hide 

His head in cloudes, as if in him alone 5 

Impatient Nature had taught motion 

To start from Time, and cheerfully to fly 

Before, and seize upon Maturity. 

Thus grew this gratious tree, in whose sweet shade 

The sunne himselfe oft wisht to sit, and made 10 

The morning Muses perch like birds, and sing 

Among his branches : yea, and vow'd to bring 

His owne delicious phoenix from the blest 

Arabia, there to build her virgin nest, 

To hatch her selfe in ; *mongst his leaves, the Day 1 5 

Fresh from the rosie East, rejoyc't to play ; 

^ Appeared originally in the ^ Steps* of 1646 (pp. 32-3) : waH re- 
pnnted in 1648 * Delights' (pp. 19>20) and 1670 (pp. 87-9). Our 
text is that of 1648; but all agree. See our Kssay, as before, for 
notice of IIkrhys or Harris. In the Sancroft ms. the heading ia 
' In ejusdcm pncmatur. obiiu. AUegoricum. R. Cr.*/ and line 9 reads 
* tree* for * plant ;* adopt e<L For a short Latin poem added here, sec 
our vol. ii. G. 



To them shpe gave the firat aud fuireat beanie 

That waited on her birth ; she gave to tfaoiu 

The purest pcarlea, that wept her evening death ; 

The Iwlniy ZophiruB got bo sweet a breath 20 

By often kiaaing tbi'm. And now Ixjgun 

Glad Tinw! to ripen Expectation : 

The timorous nuudeii-blossomee on each bough 

Peept forth fram their Bret bluahea ; so that now 

A thousand ruddy hopes eioil'd in eacli bud, 25 

And flatter'd every greedy eye that stood 

Kixt in delight, as if already there 

Those rare fruits dangled, whouce the golden Yoare 

Hia crowne expected : when, (O Fate I O Time ! 

That aeldome lett'st a blushing youlhfull prime 30 

Hide his hot bcames in abado of ailver age, 

So rare is hoary Vertue) the dire rage 

Of a luad atormc thcae bloomy joyca all ttire, 

Kavisht the maiden blossoma, and downe bore 

The trunko. Yet in this ground hia pretioua root 35 

Still Uvea, which when weake Time shall bo pour'd out 

Into Eternity, and circular jojes 

Danco in an endlease round, again shall rise 

The fairs son of an ever-youthfull Spring, 

To bo a shade for angels while they sing ; 40 

Meane while who e're thou art that paasc^t here, 

doe thou water it with one kind t«arc. 



VPON THE DEATH OF THK MOST DESIRED 
MR. HEKKYS.1 

Death, what dost 1 0, hold thy blow, i 

^Vhat thou dost thou doat not know. 

Death, thou must not here be cruell, 

This is Nature's choycest iowell : 

This ifi hee, in whose rare frame 5 

Nature labour'd foi a name : 

And meant to leave his pretious feature 

The patteme of a perfect creature. 

loy of Goodnesse, love of Art, 

Vertuo weaiee him next her lieart 10 

Him the Uusea love to follow, 

Him they call their vice-Apollo. 

Apollo, golden though thou bee, 

Th' art not fairer than is hee, 

Nor more lovely lift'st thy head 1 5 

(Blushing) from thine Easterne bed. 

The glories of thy youth ne're knew 

Brighter hopes than his can shew. 

' Appeared orifniuillr in 'Steps' of IMS (pp. SX-6): wm re[Hininl 
iu 164H ' DtliKhto' (pth -W-'J) ui<1 lUro (pp. m-ai). llur text iit that 
ul KUH, t» belon: but Me Svlea a>i<t [lluBtra'ioDi al dose of itie 



VPON THK DEATH Of MR. BERRVS. 

Why tlien should it e're be seen 
lliat Ilia shoulil fade, while tliino is groeu ) 
And wilt thou (0, cruell Itoast '.) 
Put poore Nattire to such coat ) 
0, twill undoe our common mother. 
To be at chaigo of such another. 
^V^lftt I tbinke me to no other end 
(iracioiis heavens do use to send 
Karth her best perfection, 
But to vanish, and be gone ! 
ITierefore onely given to day 
To-morrow to be snatch't away 1 
I've Been indeed the hopeful! Inid 
Hf a ruddy rose that stood 
Blushing, to behold the ray 
Of the new saluted Day : 
(His tender toppe not fully spread) 
The Bweet dash of a shower new shea<l. 
Invited him, no more to hide 
Within himselfe the purple pride 
(!)f his forward flower ; when lo, 
While he sweetly 'gan to show 
His swelling gloryes, Auster spidu him, 
Cruell Auster thither hy'd him. 
- And with the nish of one rude blsst, 
Sbam'd not, spitefully to wast 
All his leaves, so fresh, so sweet, 
And lay them tmubluig at his fut-t. 



224 VPON THE DEATH OP MR. HERRYS. 

I've seen the Morning's lovely ray 

Hover o're the new -borne Day, 

With rosie wings so richly bright, 

As if she scom'd to thinke of Night ; 

When a rugged storme, whose scowle 50 

Made heaven's radiant face looke foule 

Caird for an untimely night, 

To blot the newly-blossom'd light. 

But were the rose's blush so rare. 

Were the Morning's smile so faire, 55 

As is he, nor cloud, nor wind. 

But would be courteous, would be kind. 

Spare him Death, ah ! spare him then, 
Spare the sweetest among men : 
And iet not Pitty, with her teares 60 

Keepe such distance from thine eares. 
But 0, thou wilt not, can'st not spare, 
Haste hath never time to heare. 
Therefore if he needs must go. 
And the Fates will have it so ; 65 

Softly may he be possest 
Of his monumentall rest. 
Safe, thou darke home of the dead. 
Safe, O hide his loved head : 
Keepe him close, close in thine amies, 70 

Seal'd vpp with a thousand charmes. 
For Pittie's sake, O, hide him quite 
From his mother Nature's sight ; 



Lest for t^iefe his losao raity roovi! 
All her births ubortivii proue. 



NOTES AND ILLOSTBATIONS. 
Sve our Esaaf tor uotioe of ' Mr. KorrfH.' In the Sani'Iuii 
Mil. ths heaJiii);ia 'An EU^neciD Mt, HerriB. B. Cb.' It oiri;i 
Uii'Ko varutioDs; liaea I ui4 3, ' doeal:' line 18, ' his' for ' hu 
mlnpted: line 39, ' ^Ten' foi 'i^vej' adopted; liue36, ' new' tr 
' nov :' kdoptcd from 1(148 : tine 50. tbe us. reids ' rng)^' fi 
■ruddy;' adopted: line 5H, '«h' for 'O;' adopted: line « 
■ And let :' lineB 70-71 »ddcd Irota the hs., wbero in the nuirfti 
■ ton ■ not printed.' O. 



ANiJTHEli.t 

If Qver Pittj- were ocquaiulc'd i 

With stemo Dealli; if o'ro he fuinleil, 

Or forgot the oniell vigour 

Of an adamontiuc rigour ; 

Here, O, htim wo should have kuownu it. 5 

Here, or no where, hee'd liavo sliowny il. 

For heo, whoso prctious memory 

Bathes in teares of every eye ; 

Heo, to whom our Sorrow brin^-s 

All the streames of all hex springs ; 1 o 

Was 30 rich in grace, and nature. 

In all the gifts that blesse a creature ; 

' Appeared oiigiiiAlly In'SUpg' of 1616 (pp. 36-7): wm r«prlnle<l 
I ie4H 'Delights' {pp.l3-i) andlGTO (pp, 91-8}. Our ivxt ii> Uwil 
uf IG48; bill «ec Xotva and Dliutnlioni at c1<ih of Ihe poem. U 



The fresli huyms of his lovely youth 

Flourieh't in eo &ire a growth ; 

So swoot the temple was, that shriu'il 

The sacred swcutiiottso of his mind ; 

That could the Fates know to relent. 

Could they know wliat mercy meant, 

Or had ever learnt to bearu 

The soft tincture of a tearc ; 

TeftTos would now have flow'd so deopo, 

As might have taught Griefo how to wccpe. 

Xow all their steely ojierution 

Would quite have lost the cruell iiishion. 

Sicknesse would have gladly been 

Sick hiraselfe to liave sav'il him ; 

And his feaver wiah'd to prove, 

liurning onoly in his love. 

Ilini when Wrath it sclfe had seen, 

Wrath it selfu had lost his spleen. 

(irini Destruction here amaz'd, 

Tn stead of striking, would have gaz'd. 

Even the iron-jiointod pen, 

That notes the tragick doomoa of men. 

Wet with tearea, 'atill'd from the eyes 

Uf the fliuty Destinies, 

Would have learn't a softer style, 

And have been asham'il to spoyle 

His livc's sweet story, by the hast 

Of a cruell stop, ill plac't. 




Ill the dni-ka volume itf our fat«. 

Whence each lease of life hatU ilalo, 

Whore in sod particulara 

The total! mimme of man api>earefl, 

And the short claiiae of mortall breath, 

Bound in the period of Death : 

In all the booke if any where 

Such a tennnc as thia, ' Spare here,' 

Could been found, 'twould have lieei 

Writ in white letters o're hia head : 

Ur cloao unto bia name anuext, 

The t^ira glosae of a fairer text. 

In hriofe, if any one wore free 

Hee voB that one, and onely hee. 

But he, alas ! even hee is dead, 55 

And our hope's faire harvest spread 

In the dust. Pitty, now 8|)cnd 

All the teares tliftt Griofc can lenil. 

Sad Mortality inay lude . 

In hia ashes all her pride ; fiu 

With this inscription o'rc hia lieail, 

' All hope of nover dying hero is dead." 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 
The Sancboit ub. rDmiBbes the»«tariHlioiiii: Unvl, ■ w»ii;' 
liliu'ilii ' t' b>Tu:' line S4. 'qnotes' lor * natfH:* 1, 43, ' l«»si-' for 
' lealu;' Adopted: linelQoniiteriebll; tbeHrnt 'hivu' anttspfllH 
■ bin ;' the former adopted : line 60. ' wrote ;' liuf Oa, • is' for ' ijra ;' 
ulupluil: Uuo 23, 'Bteel;' — hard ai aleel, «r. iiii «v My. iniu 
livarUiL Thp Sanchoft mb- writes the two pi>Piiia ab one. (i. 



HIS EPITAPH.' 

Pasbenqbr, who o're thou art i 

Stay a while, and let thy heart 

Take acquaintance of this stono, 

Before thou possest further on. 

This stono will tell thee, that beneath, 5 

la entomb'd the crime of Death ; 

The ripe endowmonta of whose mind 

Loft his yeares so mnch behind, 

That numbring of his vertues' praise, 

Death lost the leckonii^ of his daycs ; i o 

And believing wliat they told, 

Imagiu'd him exceeding old. 

Jn him Perfection did sot forth 

The strength of her united worth. 

Him his wisdomo'a pn^ant growth 15 

Made so reverend, oven in youth, 

That in the center of his brest 

(Sweet as is the phcenix' neet) 

1 Appenrwl oiiKinally in 'Swps' of IC46 (pp. 88-9): ma te- 
|»iiitol 111 IMS ' Di'lighM' {pp. 24-S) and 1G70 (9S-4). Our text U 
(luu of liHUi but nit agree The IdANCKOKr hs. is hexted ' EfHlt- 
liliium in euiukm K. Cn.' U ne St, TuK!riiiii.L Diuprintii 'breast' for 
'bieuh.' U. 



rw EPITAI'II. 



Every reconciled Grace 

HqiI their gunerall meoting-plnce. 

In him Goodiiesso joy'd to soo 

Learning Ifiome Humility. 

The Bplendor of his birth unil blood 

Was but the gloBee of his oiniu go<Hl. 

Tho flourish of hia sober youth 

Was tho pride of naked truth. 

In composure of his face, 

Liv'd a faire, but manly grace. 

Ilia oiouth was Rhntorick'a host mohl, 

His tongue the touchstono of her gold. 

What word so e're his breath kept wannc, 

Was no word now but a chnnno : 

For all {icrsuaaivo Graces thence 

Suok't their sweetest influence. 

Hia vcrtuu that within hod root, 

Could not chuse but shine without. 

Aiid th' heart-bred luatro of hb worth, 

At each comer peeping forth, 

Pointiid him out in all hia wayes, 

Circled round in his ownc rayos : 

That to his sweelnease, all men's uyes 

Were vow'd Love's flaming sacrifice. 

Him while &esh and fragrant Time 
Cherisht iu hie golden prime ; 
E'm Hobo's hand had overlaid 
Hia smooth chcokos with a downy shadu ; 



230 AN EPITAPH VPON A YOVNG MARRIED COVPLB. 

Tlic rusli of Deatli's unruly wave, 
Swept him oil into his grave. 

Enough, now (if thou canst) passe on, 
For now (alas I) not in this stone 50 

(Passenger who e're thou art) 
Is he entombed, but in thy heart. 



AxNT EPITAPH VPON A YOVNG MARRIED 

COVPLE 

DEAD AND BVRYED TOGETHER.^ 

To these, whom Death again did wed, i 

This grave's their second marriage-bed ; 

For though the hand of Fate could force 

'Twbct sovl and body, a diuorce. 

It could not sunder man and wife, 5 

'Cause they both liu6d but one life. 

Peace, good Reader, Doe not weep. 

Peace, the louers are asleep. 

They, sweet turtles, folded ly 

In the last knott that Loue could ty. io 

And though they ly as they were dead. 

Their pillow stone, their sheetos of lead ; 

» A|>|)earetl originally in ' Steps* of 1646 (pp. 39-40), where it m 
lioiiiliHl 'An Epitaph vpon Husband and Wife, which died and were 
burii.1l toj^cthcr.' G. 



AN BI'lTArU VTON A VOVNC MARHICl) CTiVPLB. ^31 

(EHllow huiti, ami ahtotcB not warm) 

Louo mwle tlio beJj they'l tuko uo haru ; 

Let them alocp : let tlieni alei>p on, 15 

Till thuf stormy niyht Ui goun, 

And the leteniall morrow dawn ; 

Then the curtninos will bo drawn 

And they wake into a light, 

Wliiwi! Day Hhall tieuer alBejKj in Niglit . 10 

NOTES AND ILLL'BTEATIUNS. 

In the SA!lcHi)n mh. thi^ htisdiOft is ' Epitapluaiii Conjngiiiit 
vnil miHtaur. ot aupoltor. K. Ck.' It was repriotod iu l&iN 
' DclightB' Ip- 2lt), wburoUlaoatitleasBiiuprn, MidlCTOfp.DCf. 
Onr text iB tbiit ol ir^lR. which jiclds tfau Svulinee (Il-U), and 
which Ellih in bis ' Speoimeos' (iil. 20i*, 1R45) introilaced from 
■ ]>H. copy, bat u doabUal trom not hBvint; appcM-ed in an; of 
thi' itlitiunH ; n luistaku on liie part, ta thu lines ■ppcnriii lfi4» 
and tltG2. Hu< nutu it, Di^tcrlbirliiBB, ■ Th« liovs iiirlnd«d in 
hrftckL-lB are in 110 printed titition : tlic; were fonud in a Kfi, 
flopy, and are perhaps not Crathaw'a.' As nsual, Tubnudli. 
OTerLuokod tbum. I add a few Rlisht Tarioua readincs trDtn 
IM6. 

Line 2, * Ibe." 

„ 5,'BBTor.- 

„ B. • Becansi.' they licith liv'd but uui' Uft,' 

„ II), I aoovpt ' that' in 164ri and S^Ncaon iid, as it is 
eonflmied li; Hiblbian us. fi91T 1h, as beti>re. 
Line 17. I adapt 'And' lor - Tilt' from IMn. 

,. 16. ' wakon with that Light.' and so S:iMcn()rT hb. : 
lIMttreaila ' And th(<j wake into that Light :' tlAHLEUK MB. as 
botore, ' And thuy wakun with.' 

Line 'JO, ' nlonp' for 'dy.' which I adopt as ofiroein)! with tho 
' wake.' and a* being ouD&rmcd by HitM.aut( MB. u before. O. 




DEATH'S LECTVRE AND THE FVNEIUL OF 
A YOVXG GENTLEMAN.! 



Dear reliques of a dislodged sovl, whose lack i 

Makes many a mourning paper put on black ! 

O stay a wliile, ere thou draw in thy head 

And wind thy self vp close in thy cold bod. 

Stay but a little while, vntill I call 5 

A summon*s worthy of thy funerall. 

Come then, Youth, Beavty, Blood ! all ye soft powres, 

Whose sylken flatteryes swell a few fond howres 

Into a false ajtemity. Come man ; 

Hyperbolized nothing ! know thy span ; i o 

Take tliino own measure here, down, down, and bow 

Before thy self in thine ida^a ; thou 

Huge emptynes ! contract thy bulke ; and shrinko 

All thy wild circle to a point. sink 

Lower and lower yet ; till thy leane size 1 5 

Call Heaun to look on thee with narrow eyes. 

1 Appeared originally in 'Steps' of 1G46 (pp. 40-1), where it is 
headed * Vpon Mr. Staninough's Death :' was reprinted in the * De- 
lights* of 1G48 (p. 27), with the simple inscription, * At the Funerall 
of a young Gentleman,' and in 1G52 (pp. •24-5), as * Dcath*s Lcctvre 
and the Fvneral of a yovng Gentleman,' and in 1G70 (Ins), viz. p. 9G 
and pp. '206-7. Our text is that of 1652, as hef«)ro; but sec Notes 
at close of the poem. G. 



DEATH 9 LECTVRE AND FVNElUr, OF A OENTLEMa; 



■2:i:i 



Lesaer anil leescr yet ; till thou bcgiu 

To show a faco, fitt to confuaae thy kin, 

'I'liy ni-igliboarhood to Nothing ! 

Proud lookes, and lofly oyliddes, hare putt on 20 

Your selucs in your vnfaign'd rellexion ; 

Here, gaUant kdyca ! this vnpftrtiall glaase 

{Through all your painting) showoe you your true I'aci'. 

These duath-seal'd Uppes are Ihey dare giiip tlio ly 

To the lowd boaata of poor Mortality ; 25 

These curtnin'd windows, this retirtd cyi- 

Uutstares the liddee of larg-look't Tyranny. 

This iKiature ia the bmue one, this that Ijes 

Thus low, stands vp (me ihinkes) thus and dctii-s 

The World. All-daring dust and ashus ! only yoii 30 

Of oil interpreters reail Nfttnre true. 



NOTES AND ILLD8TSATION8, 

These vuioOB readiogB are vorllif of record : 
Une 7 in onr text (1653) u miHiiriuloil u two linea, thv lir^l 
cuding with ' blood,' a repeated blunder of the Piaif priiiU'r. 
It re»dfl also ' tho' for ' je' of 16411. I adopt tho Utter. 1 liuvo 
ftlau cumelled ' >nd' before ' blood' as a miBpriut. 
Line B in lBfi'2 ii misprinted ' grlken' (or ■ Bjlken.' 
„ 12. ib. ■ th7 self.' andsoin IMM and 1670 : - bnlke' from 
ISIG i« preferable, and »a adopted. 

Line 15, IMO luu * ainall' (or ' lean,' which ii inferior. 
„ IG, onr teit (16B3) mieapeUa ■noirow.' 
„ la, in 16411 the roadingi horo are. 

Th; DFlfe In ChU OBlclga'A i^Htian.' 
Ifl4)) and our text m giveo. ' Nothing' is intended to rbj me 
with * kin' and 'bef^in.' and ho to rorm « triplet. 

Liup iH. our (fxt il652|, iri4R luid UiTO read ■ ThonRh ,ve 
V<ll. I. nil 



234 AN EPITAPH VPON DOCTOR BROOKE. 

be pamtedf 1646 reads ' Through all your painting/ which is 
mach more powerful, and therefore adopted by ns. It reminds 
ns (from line 22, ' gallant ladyes*) of Hamlet's apostrophe to 
the sknll of poor Yorick. 

Line 25, 1646 reads poorly, 

' To the proad hopes of poor Mortality.' 
„ 26, in 1646 reads curiously, * this selfe-prison*d eye.* O. 



AN EPITAPH VPON DOCTOR BROOKE.* 

A Brooke, whose streame so great, so good, i 

Was lovM, was honour'd, as a flood : 

Whose bankes the Muses dwelt upon, 

More than their owne Helicon ; 

Here at length, hath gladly found 5 

A quiet passage under ground ; 

Meaiie while his loved bankes, now dry 

The Muses with their teares supply. 

' Appeared originally in * Steps* of 1G46 (p. 40) : was reprinted 
in 1648 'Delights* (p. 28) and 1670 (p. 95). Our text is that of 
1048 ; but all agree. In the Sahcroft ms. the heading is *In obitum 
D>^* Brooke. R. Cr ' It reads * banck' for * bankes* in line 7. Sec 
our Essav for notice of Dr. Brooke. G. 




ON A FOULE MORNING, BEING THEN TO 
TAKE A JOURNEY.' 

Where art thou Sol, while thus the blind-fold Day i 
Staggers out of the East, loses her way 
Stumbling on Night ? Kouze theo illuetrious youth. 
And let no dull mists choake thy Light'a faire growtlL 
Point here thy beames : glance on youdei flocks, 5 
And make their fleeces golden as thy locks. 
Vnfold thy faire front, and there shall appeare 
Eull glory, flaming in her owne free spheare. 
Gladnease shall cloath the Earth, we will iustUe 
The lace of things, an uniTersall smile. i o 

Say to the sullen Mome, thou com'st to court hot ; 
And wilt command proud Zephirus to sport her 
With wanton ^ea : hU balmy breath shall licko 
The tender drops which tremble on her cheoke ; 
AVhich rarilied, and in a gentle raine 15 

Oil those delicious bankcs distill'd agaiue. 
Shall rise in a sweet Harvest, which discloses 
Two ever-blushing bed[s] of new-home roses. 

■ Appeare<l oriKinallf in '3lepa' of 1640 (pp. 46 6) : wu rcprinleil 
iu ' Dcli^ta' af 1648 (pp. !«-!>) and 1670 (pp. lUI-i). Our Icxl ii 
tfaui of 1B4K, u before; tut MeKomuHlIlliutraiiuiig it eloaeotthc 



23tl OK A ruL'LE MUHMVO. 

llcv'l fan her bright locks, te«chiug them to Ooir, 

And Make in cnr]'d mieanders : hee will thiovr 20 

A fragrant breath suckt fruni the spicy neat 

( >' th' pretiouB phu'nix, wanne npon her breast. 

Hee with a dainty and soft hand will trim 

And brush her aiure maotle, which aholl swim 

In silken vohimea ; wheresoe're shoe'! tread, 3^ 

Itright clouds Kkc golden fleeces shall be spread. 

KiHC then (fatre btew-ey'd miud !) rise and disciivvi- 
Thy silver brow, and meet thy golden lover. 
See how hee runs, with what a hasty flight, 
Into thy bosome, bath'd with liquid light. 30 

Kly, Hy ]>n>pliane fogs, faire hence fly away, 
'laint not the pnrc sireames of the sprin^g Day, 
With your dull influence ; it is for you 
'I'o sit und scoule upon Night's heavy brow, 
Not on the fresh cheekos of the Turgin Momo, 35 

Where nought but smiles, and ruddy joyea are wonie. 
Fly then, and doe not thinke with her to stay ; 
Lot it suffice, shee'l wearo no maske to day. 

NOTES AND ILLU8TBATI0NB. 
lu tlie SincBorr xa. this is hesdea 'As Imitation to fture 
weatlii'r. In itiacre oJiirKerctiir mstntiiinm ciBltmi Uli rarmine 
iuvitabittar gereniUa. K. Cb.' In line ti the he. readii ' Bmoath' 
[iir ' ]>ruud' (TuHNBULL here, after 1670, as nanal murcoda ' de- 
uiBDcl' for ' conunand'} ; Hue 18 eoiTBets the miareading of all 
the edition!, whit^h is ' To every bluBliing .,..:' line 33 reads 
' Boft and daint; :' lineSli, 'ia'for 'are:' other orthc^aphic dif- 
ferences only. 



'FO THE HOFtSlfl 

Ths (^ning liuMi of this pooiu see' 
luumliruice u[ Ihi' Friar's i " 



em to be adtpted troni r 

N<( .luliel : 



AndOi 



7ma ftifftb D^i potfa and TItiD'a bonJiiff whe^L' fU-3.) 
Line 4, in Haslbuh us. 6917-18 reule, as I Ubto ulupli'il. 
' Ihy' (or ' the.' 

Line 5. ib. ' on jond faire.' 
„ 7, ib. ' Uufuld thy trout and then . . . .' 
„ y, iuBtUo is. inatQl, Baed in Latinato Bonae ol ilniii 
iDto or upon : Hableian hb., ub before, is ' enatile.' 
Line 14, HABUUitll UB., aa before, ' th^' for ' her,' 



J. ib. 



,r Essay (or crittosl remarlu, Q. 



TO THE MURMNG: 



What succour can I hope avj Muse aball seuil i 

Whose Jrowsineaae liatli wrong'J the Muses' frioml ( 
What hojie, Aarora, to propitiate thee, 
Vtilesse the Muse sing mj apologia I 

O in that morning of my shame ! when I 5 

Lay folded up in Steepe's captivity. 
How at the sight did'st thou draw back thine eycw, 
Into thy modest vcylc ] how didst thou rise 

' Appeared originally in 'Slept' otlStO (pp. 47-»<)t was tcpriuteil 
in liUK 'Ddighu' (pp. 30-1) tai IGTU (pp, llfiA). Our text in 
thai of l&W, ai before; bul we Nolea and ItltutxaliDns at doM nf 
the poem. G. 



238 TO THE MORNING. 

Twice dy'd in thine owne blushes ! and did'st run 

To draw the curtaines, and awake the sun ! lo 

Who, rowzing his illustrious tresses, came, 

And seeing the loathed object, hid for shame 

His head in thy fiEtire bosome, and still hides 

Mee from his patronage ; I pray, he chides : 

And pointing to dull Morpheus, bids me take 1 5 

My owne Apollo, try if I can make 

His Lethe be my Helicon : and see 

If Morpheus have a Muse to wait on mee. 

Hence *tis, my humble fancie finds no wings, 

Ko nimble rapture starts to Heaven, and brings 20 

Enthusiasticko flames, such as can give 

^farrow to my plumpc genius, make it live 

Drcst in the glorious madnesse of a Muse,- 

Whose feet can walke the milky way, and chusc 

Her starry throne ; whose holy heats can warme 25 

The grave, and hold up an exalted arme 

To lift me from my lazy vme, to climbe 

Vpon the stooped shoulders of old Time, 

And trace Eternity — But all is dead, 

All these delicious hopes are buried 30 

In the deepo wrinckles of his angry brow. 

Where Mercy cannot find them : but thou 

Bright lady of the Mome ! pitty doth lye 

So warme in thy soft brest, it cannot dye. 

Have mercy then, and when he next shall rise 35 

C) meet the angry God, invade his eyes. 



TO THE DORKING. 23 

And Btroako his radiant checkes ; one timely ki»ae 
Will kill his anger, and revive my blisae. 
So to tlie tMaiaure of thy pearly deaw, 
Tlirice will I pay three teares, to ahow how truo 4 
My griofe is ; so my wakefull lay shall knocke 
At th' Diientall gates, and duly niocke 
The early larkea' shrill orizong, to be 
An anthem at the Daye'e nativitie. 
And the same rosio-tingor'd hand of thine, 4 

That shuts Night's dying eyes, shall open mine. 
But thou, faint God of Sleepe, forget that I 
Was ever known to be thy votary. 
No more my pillow shall thine altar be. 
Nor will I oifer any mere to thee 5 

My selfe a melting sacrifice ; I'me borne 
Againe a fresh child of the buxome Morae, 
Heire of the sun's first beamea. Why threat'st thou so 
Why dost thou shake thy leaden scepter ) goe, 
Bestow thy poppy upon wakefull Woe, 5 

Sickneaee, and Sorrow, whose pale lidds ne're know 
Thy downie finger; dwell upon their eyes, 
Rhut in their teares : shut out their n 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATION B. 

Id 1646, line 1. tor * HLall' rcoils ' will :' ib. in HAni.liAN its. 
MB before, ' tn;' for ' tbo Maao ;' vhioli I adopt here, bat Dot in 
Duit line; line 0. ib. ' thj :' line 11, illuBtrioDs is r=]i]Btn)UH, 
radiuil: Harlbuh «b. as before, line 19, 'Uib m; hnmblo:' 
line 20, ItACy miFprintB -raptnreB:' line ST, 1I>T<1 lias 'and 



240 love's horoscope. 

climb :' line 28, 1646 has * stooped* for ' stooping' of 1648 ; infin- 
itely Ruperior, and therefore adopted: 1670 miBprints ' stopped :' 
the Sancroft ms. haR * stooping :' line 45, Harleian ms. as 
before, ' thy altar/ Further : in the Sancroft ms. this poem 
is headed 'AdAnroram Somnolentia) expiatio. R. Cr.,' and it 
sapplies these varions readings: line 1, 'will:' line 7, 'call 
back:' line 16, *my' for 'mine;' line 20-21, *winge' and 
* bringe :' line 40, * treasares :' other orthographic differences 
only. See Essay, as in last poem. G. 



LOVE'S HOKOSCOPE.^ 

Tx)VE, brave Vertue's younger brother, i 

Erst hath made my heart a mother ; 
Shee consults the conscious spheares 
To calculate her young son's yeares. 
Shee askes, if sad, or saving powers, 5 

(xave omen to his infant bowers ; 
Shee askes each starre that then stoml by, 
If poore Love shall live or dy. 

Ah, my heart, is that the way ? 

Are these the beanies that rule thy day 1 10 

Thou know*st a face in whose each looke. 

Beauty layes ope Love's fortuno-booko ; 

On whose faire revolutions wait 

The obsequious motions of man's fate : 

* Appeared originally in ' Steps' of 1C4C (pp. 49-60) : was re- 
printed in ' Delights' of *1C48 (pp. 32-3) and 1670 (pp. 104-C). Our 
text is thnt of UMH, as before ; but see Notes and lUustrationi) at 
close of the p<K»ni. G. 



love's noKoscoi'B. 

Ah, my heart, her eyes, and shec, 

Have tanght thee new astrologie. 

How e'ro Love's native Uoures were act, 

What ever starry synod met, 

'Tis in the mercy of her eyo. 

If poore Love shall live or dye. 

If thoee sharpe rayee putting oa 

Points of dealh, bid Love be gon : 
(Though the Heavens in coiuiaell sat* 
To crowne an uncontroulM fate, 
Though their best aspects twin'd upon 
The kindest coDnteUation, 
Cast amorouB glances on bis hirth, 
An(! wbisjierM the confederali; Eartli 
To pave Ina pathea with ail the good. 
That wnrraes the bed of yonth and blood) 
Love tiath no pUa against her eye : 
Ileaiity fmwnes, and Love mnst dye. 



Hilt if her milder influence move, 

And gih! the hopes of humble Ljve : 
(Thnngh Heaven's inauspicious eye 
Ijiy blaokc on Love's nativitie ; 
Though every diamond in love's crow 
Fixt hia forehead to a frowne ;) 
Her eye, a strong appeale can giue, 
Beanty smiles, and Love shall live. 
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O, if Love shall live, 0, where 
But in her eye, or in her eare, 
In her brest, or in her breath. 
Shall I hide poore Love from Death 1 
For in the life ought else can give, . 45 

Love shall dye, although he live. 

Or, if Love shall dye, 0, where 
But in her eye, or in her eare. 
In her breath, or in her breast. 
Shall I build his funerall nesti 50 

While Love shall thus entombed lye, 
Love shall live, although he dye. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

In line 16 the heavens are the planets. To * crown' his fate 
is to invest it with regal power, and so place it beyond control. 
It is donhtfnl whether ' nncontronled' expresses that state or 
result of crowning, or whether the clause is hyperbolical, and 
means to put further beyond control an already uncontrolled 
fate. ' Twined' seems a strange word to use, but refers, I pre- 
sume, to the apparently irregular and winding-like motions of 
the planets through the constellations until tiiey result in the 
favourable aspects mentioned. According tp astrology, the 
beneficence or maleficence of the planetary aspects varies with 
the nature of the constellation in which they occur. Henrt 
Vauohan, Silurist, uses *wind' very much as Cbashaw uses 
' twin'd :* see 8, v. in our edition. 

In line 14 we have accepted the reading * man*s' for * Loves' 
from the Sancboft ms. 



To thy lover 

Deere, discover 
That swoet IiIubIi uf thiiio that ebuiUL'th 
— Wlien those roses 

It discloses — 
All tho flowers that Nature uameth. 

Ill free ayre. 

Flow thy hairo ; 
That no mori: ijuminvr'e bent drtissue, 

Beo beholden 

For their yoldeii 
Ijoukw, to Phcuhiia' tlaraiiig tressus. 

O deliver 
Love his quivor ; 
From thy eyes he ehoota his arrowus : 
Where Apollo 

Cannot follow : 
Featherd with his mother's ejiarrowca. 

■ Aj>pesr«l Driftiiullf in xhe ' Llclighls' i>f IK-IS (pp. 1-21-4), alonn! 
wiUitlicatliectwo(i>p. I^i-S): repriiir«d ialMS (pp. .%■?) niiil IGiO 
(pp. I17'ie). Out Mxlit thMut 1648; but ill £«;r«u. G. 
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O envy not 
— That we dye not — 
Those deere lips whose doore enclose» 

All the Graces 

In their places, 
Brother pearles, and sister roses. 

From these treasures 

Of ripe pleasures 
( )ne bright smile to cleere the weather. 

Earth and Heaven 

Thus made even, 
Both will be good friends together. 

The aire does wooe thee, 

Winds cling to thee ; 
Might a word once fly from out thee, 

Storme and thunder 

Would sit under, 
And keepe silence round about thee. 

But if Nature's 

Common creatures, 
So deare glories dare not borrow : 

Yet thy beauty 

Owes a duty, 
To my loving, lingring sorrow, 

When to end mee 
Death shall send mee 



IIDT (IF THE ITALIAN, 

All hU tflrrote to ulfri^ht mco : 

Thine eyes' Graces 

Gild their faces, 
And those terrors ahull delight moe 

Wlien my dying 

Life is flying, 
Those sweet aires that ottcn slow ii 

ShaU revive mee, 

Or reprivo mee, 
And to many deaths renew mee. 



OUT OF THE ITALIAN. 

Love now no firo hath left liiiu. 

Wo two betwixt ue have divided it. 

Vour eyes the light hath reft him, 

The heat commaading in my heart doth sit.' 

that pooro Lovo be not for ever spoylcd. 

Let my heat to your light bo reconciled. 

So flhflll these flames, whoso worth 

Now all obscurid lyes ; 
— Drest in those beames — start forth 

And dance before your eyes. 
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Or else partake my flames 
(I care not whither) 

And so in mutuall names 

Of Love, burne both together. 



OUT OF THE ITALIAN. 

Would any one the true cause find 

How Love came nak't, a boy, and blind ? 

'Tis this : listning one day too long, 

So th' Syrens in my mistris' song, 

The extasie of a delight 

So much o*re-mastring all his might. 

To that one sense, made all else thrall, 

And so he lost his clothes, eyes, heart and all. 



VPON THE FRONTISPEECE OF MR. ISAACK- 
SON'S CHRONOLOGIE.I 

Let hoary Time's vast bowels be the grave i 

To what his bowels* birth and being gave ; 

^ Appeared originally, without signature, in the work celebrated, 
which is a great folio. It was preceded by another, wkidi, having 
been inserted in the ' Steps' of 1646 and the other editions (1652 
excepted), has been continued to be reprinted as Crashaw's. It 
really bclongcil to Dr. Edwaud Rainbow, Bishop of Carlisle, for 
whom, so late a^ 1688, it was first claimed by his biographer, Banks. 
This was pointed out in Notes and Queries by Rev. J. £. B. Mayor, 



VPON MR. ISAACKSON's CUBOMILOGIR. I't" 

Lot Nature ilio, (Phtenix-Ukc) from death 

Revival! Natiiro takes a second breath ; 

If on Time's right hand, ait fiiire Historie, 5 

If from the seed of omptie Huinc, she 

Can raise so faire an harvest ; let her >» 

Ne'ro ap farre distant, yet Chronologie 

(Sharp-sighted as the eagle's eye, that can 

Out-stare the hroad-boam'd daye's meridian) :o 

Will have a perspieill to find her out, 

And, through the night of error and dark doubt, 

Discerne the dawne of Truth's etomall ray, 

As when the rosie Mome budda into Day. 

Now that Time's empire miglit be amply fill'd, 1 5 
Babers bold artiets strive (below) to build 
Riiino a temple ; on whose fruitfidl faU 
History n!an» her pyramids, more tall 
Tlian were th' Aegyptian (by the life these give, 
Th' Egyptian pyramids theniHcIves mnst live): 20 

H.A. o( St. Jabn't College, Camtiriiljn {H i. vol, Iv. p. SSli). Uno U 
tliankfol l« Iwve tbo claim conflnned b; tlic tioii'praioticv of tlic 
pinnn in the SAHcaorr m»^ whirt onljthe ibovaiborlcr onc«[>|in«rM 
u by Crariiaw. Linoi &-8 of Rainbow's pnun it uraa (ini|>ly iia- 
pDMible for our nuiger la have written. I adil 111* other at close of 
CaAAHAw'a. as aome may be cnriniu to read it : bat at the dctailn 
at tbegmtn>iu Tmnliapiec*' are celelmttdliy Raisbow. nnt Cka- 
BiiAW. I hare departed troin my iiilenlion of nrpmdacing it in our 
illaslnted qjiiarto edition, the more rvailily in thai I hare much 
inirr«if«d iither*i» therein the rrpmdueliani annnnnrHl. RAinaow 
mnlrihulwl In Ihr t^iiivcnily Collcetiona AlonB with Chaiiiaw, 
MoRK, BKAirxnuT, E. KiNii, iie. it. Sfe our Fjway on Lite atnl 
INielrr. G. 
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On these she lifts the world ; and on their base 
Showes the two ternies, and limits of Time's race : 
Tliat, the creation is ; the judgement, this ; 
Tliat, the World's morning ; this, her midnight is. 



NOTE. 

As explained in preceding Note, I add here the poem so long 
misaBsigned to Crashaw. 



ON THE FRONTISPIECE OF ISAACSON'S 
CHRONOLOOIE EXPLAINED. 

BY DJl. EDWARD RAINBOW, BI8H0P OF CARLISI^. 

If witli distinctive eye, and mind, you looke i 

Vpon the Front, you see more than one Booke. 

(Jreation is God's Booke, wherein He writ 

Each creature, as a letter filling it 

History is (Creation's Booke ; which showes 5 

To what effects the Scries of it goes. 

Chronologie's the Booke of Historic, and beares 

The just account of Dayes, Moneths, and Yeares. 

But Resurrection, in a later Presse, 

And New Edition, is tlie summe of these. i o 

The Language of these Bookes had all been ome, 

Had not th' aspiring Tower of Ba])ylon 

ConfusM the tongues, and in a distance hurl'd 

As fnrro tlio speech, as men, 0' th* new filFd world. 



I. IBAACKSON !i OHRONOLOniE. 



Set then your eyes in method, and behold 15 
Time's emblamc, Satuine ; who, when store of gold 
Coyn'd the first age, devour'd thnt birth, he fenr'd ; 
Till History, Time's eldest child appear'd ; 
And Phoinis-like, in spight of Satnme's rage, 
Forc'd from her ashes, heyrea in every age, jo 

From th' Rising Snnne, obtaining by just suit, 
A Spring's ingender, and an Autiimne's fruit. 
Who in those Volumes at her moti6n pend, 
Vnto Creation's Alpha doth extend. 
Againe ascend, and view Chronology, 15 

By optick skill, pulling farre History 
Neerer ; whoso Hand the piercing Eagle's eye 
Strengthens, to bring remotest objects nigh, 
Vnder whose feet, you see the Sotting Sunne, 
From the darke Gnomon, o're her volumes runne, jo 
Drown'd in etemall night, never to rise. 
Till Reanrrection show it to the eyes 
Of Earth-wome men ; and hot shrill trumpet's sound 
Allright the Bones of iiiortals from tho ground. 
The Columnes both are crown'd with either Sphere, 
To show Chronology and History beare, 36 

No other Culmen than the double Art, 
Astronomy, Geography, impart. 



AN EPITAPH VPON MR ASHTON, 

A CONFORMABLE CITIZEN.^ 

The modest front of this small floore, i 

Beleeve me, Eeader, can say more 

Than many a braver marble can ; 

Here lyes a truly honest man. 

One whose conscience was a thing, 5 

That troubled neither Church nor King. 

One of those few that in this towne, 

Honour all Preachers, heare their owne. 

Sermons he heard, yet not so many 

As left no time to practise any. i o 

He heard them reverendly, and then 

His practice preach'd them o're agen. 

His Parlour-Sermons rather were 

Those to the eye, then to the eare. 

His prayers took their price and strength, 1 5 

Not from the lowdnesse, nor the length. 

He was a Protestant at home. 

Not onely in despight of Eome. 

He lov'd his Father ; yet his zeale 

Tore not off his Mother's veile. 20 

1 Appeared originally in < Ddighta' of 1646 (pp. 130-1) : was re- 
printed in 1648 (pp. 40-1) and 1670 (pp. 122-3). Our text is that 
of 1648, BH before ; but all agree. G. 



To th' ("hurch lio lUd allow lier dressc, 
Tnie Beauty, to true Holinesse. 
Peace, which he lov'd in life, did lend 
Her hand to bring him to his end. 
When Age and Death call'cl for the scor 
No aurfeta were to reckon for. 
Death tore not — therefore — but sans str 
Gently untwin'd hie thread of life. 
What remaiues then, but that thou 
Write these liaea, Reader, in thy brow, 
And by liis faire example's light, 
Bume in tUy imitation bright. 
So while these lines can but bequeath 
A life perhaps unto his death ; 
Uis better Epitaph shall bee. 
His life still kept alive in thee. 



OUT OF CATULLUS.' 

Coke and let us live my deare, i 

Let us love and never feare, 
What the sowreet fathers say : 
Brightest Sol that dyes to day 

' Appeared oi%iQally in ' Delights' at 1646 (pp. 132-3). lad wis 
rimed in 164H (p. ii) ; bul not in 1670. Uar lust b tbM of IGIH ; 
I. Tbe nri^n*l i» tounil in Cutn.*.=3. The Sahcmft 
mti ■Hlilhat:' line » ' nutn(nm) :' line li 'A;' IId« 17 
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Lives againe as blith to morrow ; 5 

But if we darke sons of sorrow 

Set : then how long a Night 

Shuts the eyes of our short light ! 

Then let amorous kisses dwell 

On our lips, begin and tell 10 

A thousand, and a hundred score, 

An hundred and a thousand more, 

Till another thousand smother 

That, and that wipe of [f ] another. 

Thus at last when we have numbred 1 5 

Many a thousand, many a hundred, 

Wee*l confound the reckoning quite, 

And lose our selves in wild delight : 

While our joyes so multiply. 

As shall mocke the envious eye. 20 



WISHES. 

TO HIS (supposed) MI8TBESSE.* 

1. Who ere she be, i 

That not impossible she 
That shall command my heart and me ; 

^ Appeare<l originally in ' Delights* of 1646 (pp. 184-8): waa 
reprinted in 1C48 (pp. 43.7) and 1670 (pp. 124-8). Our text ia that 
of 1648, 08 before; but see Notes and Illustrations at close of the 
I)oeni. G. 



2. Where ere she lye, 
Lock't up from mortal! aye, 
In shadj leaves of Destinj' ; ' 

3. Till that ripe birth 

Of studied Fat« stand forth, 

And teach her feire steps tread our Earth ; 

4. Till that divine 
Idcea, take a shrine 

Of chrystall flesh, throi^h which to shine ; 

5. Meet you her, my wishes, 
Beapeake her to my blisses. 

And be ye call'd, my absent kisses. 

6. I wish hei, beanty 

That owes not all it« duty 

To gaudy tire or glistring shoo-ty. 

7. Something more than 
Tafiata or tissew can. 

Or rampant feather, or rich fan. 

S. More than the epoyle 

Of shop, or silkeworme's toyle. 
Or a bought blush, or a set smile. 

9. A face that's best 

By its owne beauty drest, 

And can alone commend tiie rest. 
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10. A fjEice made up, 
Out of no other shop 

Than what Nature's white hand sets ope. 30 

11. A cheeke where Youth, 
And blood, with pen of Truth 
Write, what their reader sweetly ru'th. 

12. A cheeke where growes 

More than a morning rose : 35 

Which to no boxe his being owes. 

13. Lipps, where all day 

A lover's kisse may play. 

Yet carry nothing thence away. 

14. Lookes that o^presse 40 
Their richest tires, but dresse 

Themselves in simple nakednesse. 

15. Eyes, that displace 

The neighboiir diamond, and out-face 

That sunshine, by their own sweet grace. 45 

16. Tresses, that weare 
lewells, but to declare 

How much themselves more pretious are. 

17. Whose native ray, 

Can tame the wanton day 50 

Of gems, that in their bright shades play. 



18. Eaclk ruby there. 

Or peaile that dares appeaie, 

Bo its owu blosh, be its own teare. 

19. A well tam'd heart. 

For whose more noble emart, 
Love may be long chusing a dart. 

30. Eyes, that bestow 

Fnll quivers on Love's bow ; 

Yet pay lease anowes than they owe. 

21. Smiles, that can warme 

The blood, yet teach a charme, 
That Chastity shall take no hanne. 

22. Blushes, that bin 
The bomish of no sin, 

Nor flames of onght too hot within. 

23. loyes, that confesse, 
Vertne tiieit mistresse. 

And have no other head to dtesse. 

24. Feaies, fond, and flight, 

As the coy bride's, when Night 
Fint does the longing lover right 

25. Teares, quickly fled. 

And vaine, as those are shed 
For a dying inaydenhead. 
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26. Dayes, that need borrow, 

No part of their good morrow, 
From a fore-spent night of sorrow. 

27. Dayes, that in spight 

Of darknesse, by the light So 

Of a cleere mind are day all night. 

28. Nights, sweet as they. 
Made short by lovers play, 

Yet long by th* absence of the day. 

29. life, that dares send 85 
A challenge to his end, 

And when it comes say, Welcome friend ! 

30. Sydnsean showers 

Of sweet discourse, whose powers 

Can crown old Winter's head with flowers. 90 

31. Soft silken hours; 

Open sunnes ; shady bowers ; 

*Bove all, nothing within that lowers. 

32. Wliat ere delight 

Can make Daye's forehead bright, 95 

Or give downe to the wings of Night 

33. In her whole frame, 
Haue Nature all the name. 
Art and ornament the shame. 



34. Hor flattery, 
Picture and Poosy, 

Her couiiBell her owne vertne be. 

35. I wish tier atorc 

Of worth may leavo her poore 

Of wishes ; and I wish no more. 

3G. Now if Tinte knowes 

Tliat her, whose radiant browes 
Weave them a garland of my vowes ; 

37. Her whose just bayes. 
My future hopes can raise, 
A trophic to her present praise ; 

36. Her that dares be, 

What these lines wish to sec : 
I seeke no further ; it is she. 

39. Tis she, and here 

Lo 1 uncloath and clearc. 
My wishes cloudy cliaracter. 

40. May she enjoy it. 
Whose merit dare apply it, 
But Modesty daros still deny it. 

41. >Such worth as this is 
Shall fixe ray flying wishes, 
And determine them to kisses. 

VOIi. I. I 
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42. Let her full glory, 

My fancyes, fly before ye, 125 

Be ye my fictions ; but her story. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The Harleian ms. 6917-18, as before, gives an admirable 
reading, corrective of all the editions in st. 3, line 8. Hitherto 
it has mn, * And teach her faire steps to onr Earth :^ the ms. as 
given by us * tread* for * to :* ib. st. 5, line 1, reads * Meete her 
my wishes;* perhaps preferable: st. 6, 1 accept 'its' for *his* 
from 1670 edition : st. 7, ' than* = then, and is spelled * then* 
here and elsewhere in 1646 and 1670 : st. 8, line 3, Harleian 
MS. read9 * Or a bowe, blnsh, or a set smile ;* inferior : st. 9, ib. 
reads * commend* for ' command;' adopted : st. 11, ib. * their* for 
* the;* adopted : st. 14, ib. spells * tyers,* and line 3 reads as we 
print for 'And cloath their simplest nakednesse,* which is 
clnmsy and poor : st. 15 : Here, as in the poem, ' On the bleed- 
ing wounds of our crucified Lord* (st. 6), where we read * The 
thorns that Thy blest brows encloses,* and elsewhere, we have 
an example of the Elizabethan use of ' that* as a singular (re- 
ferring to and thus made a collective plural) taken as the go- 
verning nominative to the verb. So in this poem of ' Wishes* 
we have ' Eyes that bestow,* * Joys that confess,* ' Tresses that 
wear.* But it must be stated that the Harleian ms., as be- 
fore, reads not as in 1646 and 1648 ' displaces,* * out-faces* and 
' graces,* but as printed by us on its authority ; certainly the 
rhythm is improved thereby : st. 18, line 2, ib. ' dares* for * dare ;* 
adopted : st. 24, looking to ' tears quickly fled* of next stanza, 
I think ' flight* is correct, and not a misprint for ' slight.* Ac- 
cordingly I have punctuated with a comma after fond, flight 
being — the shrinking-away of the bride, like the Horatian fair 
lady, a fugitive yet wishful of her lover*s kiss : st. 31, Hak- 
liEiAN MS. as before, ' Open sunu :' st. 42, line 3, ' l)e yon my 
fictions, she my story.* G. 



TO THE QUEHN : 



WuEK you are mistresse of the song, i 

Mighty queen, to thinke it long, 

Were treason 'gainst that miyesty 

Your Vertuo vears. Your modesty 

Yet thinks it so. But ev'n that too 5 

— Infinite, since part of you — 

New matter for our Muse supplies, 

And so allowes what it denies. 

Say then dread queen, how may we doe 

To mediate 'twixt your self and youl 10 

That so our sweetly temper'd song 

Nor be too sort, nor aeeme to[o] long. 

Needs must your noble prsysea' strength 
That made it long excuse the length. 

' Appeared origioallf in 'Vocti Votive >b Acsdemicia Canta- 
lirigieDsibua pro noTisaimo Cirolo M Harin principe filio cmiua. 
Canlabrigiie : apud Rogerum Daniel, hdcxu' Jbia poem did nol 

nfffu in the edition of 1616; but it did in Chat of 1648 (p. 46). 
Not having been reprinted in 1670, it wm overlooked by Tubmbuli. 
Our text is from 1648 ; but the only viriilioD from the origin*! id 
■ Voces Votiv"' ia in line 7, ' lo' instead of ' (or,' G. 




TO THE QUEEN, 

VPON HEB NUMEROUS PBOQENIS : A PANEOYBICK.* 

Britain ! the mighty Ocean's lovely bride ! i 

Now stretch thy self, fair isle, and grow : spread wide 
Thy bosome, and make roome. Thou art opprest 
With thine own glories, and art strangely blest 
Beyond thy self : for (lo !) the gods, the gods 5 

Come fast upon thee ; and those glorious ods 
Swell thy full honours to a pitch so high 
As sits above thy best capacitie. 

Are they not ods 1 and glorious ? that to thee 
Tliose mighty genii throng, which well might be 10 
Each one an Age's labour 1 that thy dayes 
Are gilded with the union of those rayes 
Whose each divided beam would be a sunne 
To glad the sphere of any Nation 1 
Sure, if for these thou mean'st to tind a seat, 15 

Th' hast need, Britain, to be truly Great 

And so thou art ; their presence makes thee so : 
They are thy greatnesse. Gods, where-e*re they go, 

* Appeared as in last piece : 1648 (pp. 49-63), 1670 (pp. 97-100). 
Our text is that of 1648, as before, which corrects Turnbull in 
many places as well in errors of commission as of omission; the 
latter xtending to no fewer than forty-nin^ entire lines, in additi<m 
to the * Apologie* of fourteen lines. See Notes and Illustrations at 
close of the poem. (y. 



TO TOE QUEEN. 



201 



Briiig thuir Ueav'n with them : tbeir great ftiotateiie 

place 
All everlaaling smile npon thu face iq 

Of the glful Earth they trend on : while with Iheo 
Those beamos that atnpliale mortalitie, 
Aud teach it to expHtiat« and swell 
To nmjestiB and fulneaae, deign to dwell, 
Thou hj thy self moist sit, (blest Isle) aitd sue 25 

How thy great mother Nature dotes on thee. 
Thee therefore from the rest apart she hurl'd. 
And seemM to mako an Isle, but made a World. 

Time yet hath dropt few plumes since Hope tiini'd 

Joy, 
Aud took into his ormoa the princely boy, 30 

Whose birlh last blest the bed of his sweet mother, 
And bad its firet salute our prince, a brother. 

The Priticn ami Duke <// york. 
Bright ChorleB ! thou sweet dawn of a glorioua Day ! 
Centre of those thy grandslres (shall I say, 
Henry aud James? or, Mars and Phtebu^ rather! 35 
If thia were Wiadome's god, that War's stem fatlier ; 
'Tis but the snnie is said : Henry and James 
Are Mars and Pha-bus under diverse names) : 
O thou full mixture of those mighty souls 
Wlioso vast intelligences tun'd the poles 40 

Of Pi?ace and War ; thou, for whose mauly brow 
Both lawrels twine into one wreath, and woo 
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To be thy garland : see (sweet prince), O see, 

Thou, and the lovely hopes that smile in thee, 

Art ta'n out and transcrib'd by thy great mother : 45 

See, see thy reall shadow; see thy brother, 

Thy little self in lesse : trace in these eyne 

The beams that dance in those full stars of thine. 

From the same snowy alabaster rock 

Those hands and thine were hewn ; those cherries 50 

mock 
The corall of thy lips : thou wert of all 
This well- wrought copie the fair principall. 

Lady Mary, 

lustly, great Nature, didst thou brag, and tell 
How ey*n th' hadst drawn that faithfull parallel, 
And matcht thy master-piece. then go on, 55 

Make such another sweet comparison. 
Seest thou that Marie there ? teach her mother 
To shew her to her self in such another. 
Follow this wonder too ; nor let her shine 
Alone ; light such another star, and twine 60 

Their rosie beams, that so the Mom for one 
Venus, may have a constellation. 

Lady Elizabeth, 

These words scarce waken'd Heaven, when — 
lo ! — our vows 
Sat crowned upon the noble infant's brows. 



TO THE QCEBN. 26;t 

Th'art pair'd, sweet princessonn this well- writ book 65 
Rend o'ro thy self; peniBe eiich lino, each liiok. 
And when th' hast snmm'd up all thoBo blooming 

blisses, 
Close up the book, and clasp it with thy kissea. 

80 have I Been (to dwese their miBlresse May) 
Two silken aister-flowere consult, and lay 70 

Their bashful! cheeks together : newly they 
Peep't from their buds, ahow'd like the garden's eyes 
Scarce wak't : like was the criuiBon of their joycs ; 
Like were the tears they wept, so like, that one 
Seeni'd but the other's kind reflexion. 75 

Tin: neiK-hfime. Prince. 

And now 'twere time to say, sweet (luecn, no more. 
Fair source of princes, is thy pretious store 
Not yet exhaust t O no ! Heavens have no bound, 
But in their infinite and endlesso round 
Eiiibraae themselves. Our me.uure is not their's ; So 
Nor may the pov'rtie of man's narrow prayers 
8pan their immeusitie. More princea come : 
Rebellion, stand thou by ; Miscliief, make room : 
War, blood, and death — names all averse from Toy — 
Hearo this, we have another bright-ey'd boy : 85 

That word's a warrant, by whose -vertue I 
Have full authority to bid you dy. 

Uy, dy, foul misbegotten monateTS ! dy : 
Make hastn away, or e'r the World's bright eye 
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Blush to a cloud of bloud. O farre from men 90 

Fly heuco, and in your Hyperborean den 
Hide you for evermore, and munnure there 
Where none but Hell may heare, nor our soft aire 
Shrink at the hatefull sound. Mean while we bear 
High as the brow of Heaven, the noble noise 95 

And name of these our just and righteous joyes, 
Where En vie shall not reach them, nor those eares 
Whose tune keeps time to ought below the spheres. 

But thou, sweet supernumerary starre, 
Shine forth ; nor fear the threats of boyst'rous 

Warre. 1 00 

The face of things has therefore frown'd a while 
On purpose, that to thee and thy pure smile 
The World might ow an universall calm > 
While thou, fair halcyon, on a sea of balm 
Shalt flote; where while thou layst thy lovely head, 105 
The angry billows shall but make thy bed : 
Storms, when tliey look on thee, shall straight 

relent ; 
And tempests, when they tast thy breath, repent 
To whispers, soft as thine own slumbers be, 
Ot souls of virgins wliich shall sigh for thee. 1 1 o 

Shine then, sweet supernumerary starre, 
Nor feare the boysterous names of bloud and warre : 
Thy birth-day is their death's nativitie ; 
ThoyVc hen', no other businesse but to die. 



TO THE QUEEN. Sfi-'i 

To the Queen. 

But stay ; what gliini>ae was that ? why blusht 

the Day ! 1 15 

Why ran tho started aire trembling away ! 
Who's this that comes circled in rayea that scorn 
Acquaintance with the sun 1 what second mom 
At midday opes a presence which Heaven's eye 
Stands off and points at 1 la't some deity 1 20 

Stept from hor throne of atarrcs, deignea to be seen ) 
Is it some deity f or ia't our qaeen 1 

'Tis she, 'tis she ; her awfull beauties chaao 
The Day's abashM glories, and in face 
Of noon wear their own sunshine. thou bright 1 25 
Mistreese of wonders ! Cynthia's is the Night ; 
Bat thou at noon doat shine, and art all day 
(Nor does thy sun den/t) our Cynthia. 

IllustriouB sweotnesse ! in thy faithfull wombc. 
That nest of heroes, all our hopes find room. 130 

Thou art the mother-phenix, and thy brest 
Chast aa that virgin honour of tho East, 
But much more fruitfull is ; nor does, as she, 
Deny to m^hty Love, a deitie. 
Then let tho Eastern world brag and be proud 135 
Of one coy phenix, while we have a brood, 
A brood of phenixes ; wliile we have brother 
And sister-phenixes, and still the mother. 

And may we long 1 Long may'st thou live t'tncrooac 
'Die house and family of phenixea. 140 

VOL. 1. MM 
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Nor may the life that gives their eye-lids light 
E're prove the dismall morning of thy night : 
Ne*re may a birth of thine be bought so dear 
To make his costly cradle of thy beer. 

may'st thou thus make all the year thine own, 145 
And see such names of joy sit white upon 
The brow of every month ! and when th* hast done, 
Mayst in a son of his &id every son 
Repeated, and that son still in another, 
And so in each child, often prove a mother. 1 50 

Long may'st thou, laden with such clusters, lean 
Vpon thy royall elm (fair vine !) and when 
The Heav'ns will stay no longer, may thy glory 
And name dwell sweet in some etemall story ! 

Pardon (bright Excellence,) an untuned string, 1 55 
That in thy eares thus keeps a murmuring. 
O speake a lowly Muse's pardon, speake 
Her pardon, or her sentence ; onely breake 
Thy silence. Speake, and she shall take from thence 
Numbers, and sweetnesse, and an influence 160 

Confessing thee. Or (if too long I stay,) 
speake thou, and my pipe hath nought to say : 
For see Apollo all tliis while stands mute, 
Expecting by thy voice to tune his lute. 

But gods are gracious ; and their altars make 1 65 
Pretious the oflrings that their altars take. 



TO THK IJUimN. 



Give then this rurall vreath ftro from Ihine eyes, 
'fliis ninill wreath dares l»e thy sacrificp. 



NOTES AND ILLD8TBATION9, 

ThU poem was ori^all}' entlUeJ (&b iii;>rii) ' I'pon the Doko 
of York's Birth.' As nen children were tram adiUtioiie were ouide 
to it Mill the title Altered, Cf. the Latin poem in onr vol. ii. ad 
Rfflinam. 

The uhiJilreD celebrated were the toiloviDR: CharloB Jamee. 
bora Ma; 13, l(i28. died the game day; the Queen's Gnt child : 
Cbnrlea II., bora May SU. Ili.'iO : James, vho is placed bufora 
big siatcr MalT. who wag older than be ; bom Oct 14. 1633 ; 
aftenrardB JamoB II. : PrinccBS Mary. l>orn Nov. 1, 1631, attor- 
ntuds muther o( William III. ; Princesa Elizabeth, bom Deo. 
■iS, leaS : died of grief at bar lather's tragical end, Sept. 8, 
1650 ; wag buried in the cbnrcb at Newport, Isle ot Wight, 
where her remains were foaud in 1793. Vau{{haD the Silnrigt 
has a line poem to her memory (our edition, vol. ii. pp. llS-17): 
Anne, bom March 17, 163G-7; she died Deo. H, 1640 (Craehaw 
from Grgt to last keeps Death ont of his poem) : Hcnrj, bom 
Joly 8. 1G40, afterwards Doke of GlooceHter and Earl of Cmm- 
hridge. Henrietta Amic. born June 16, 1644, is not named. 

The tiUe in 1648 ig ' Vpon the Dnke of Yorkc his Birth : a 
Pauegyricke;' and so in 1670, which throQKbont agrees with 
that very imperfect t«xt. except in one deplorable blaDder of 
its own left nnoorrected b; Tuknbdix. as noted below. The 
heading in the Sutotion m*. a'\ FanegTrlck vpon the birth 
of the Dnke of Yorke. R. Cn.' 

I 1646 'glnriea' tor 'bonoors.' In the Sanckoft 
H. line 8 reads ' As gitts aloue . . . .' 
Line 16. ib. ' O' for ' Sore.' 
.. IG, ib. 'Th'art.' 

„ 'iO-33 restored from 1^48. Not in SAXcaorr us. 
,, 33. These headings hare and onward omitled hitherto. 
., 34, in 1IM6 ' great' tor ' bright.' 

43, onr teM (1848) misprints ■ owne' (or ' one' ot Voces 

Line 50, 1616 oddly tnisprinta ' these Cherrimock.' 
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Line 62, 1646, * art' for * wert.' 
„ 64, ib. » may'st' for * did'st.' 
„ 66, ib. * th' art' for * th' hadst.' 
„ 64-70 restored from 1648. Not in Bancroft ms. 
„ 74, 1646, ' pearls' for * tears.' So the Sancboft ms. 
„ 78-118, all these lines — most characteristic — restored 
from 1648. Tubnbull overlooked them. Aot in the San- 
cboft MS. 

Line 140, 1670 drops a line here, and thus confases, 

* A brood of phenixee, and still the mother : 
And may wo long : long may*st tiiou live t' encrease 
The house,' &c. 

Pbbeqbine Phillips in his selections from Cbashaw (1786), fol- 
lowing the text of 1670, says in a foot-note, 'A line seems 
wanting, bnt is so in the original copy.' Tubnbull follows 
salt and says, * Here a line seems deficient.* If either had con- 
sulted the * original' editions, which both professed to know, it 
would have saved them from this and numerous kindred blun- 
ders. 

Line 146, 1646, * Ught' for * life.' 
161, ib. * that's.' 
170, ib. ' their' for * the offerings.' 

In line 27 * Thee therefore &c.' is a thought not unfrequent 
with the panegyrists of James. Ben Jonsom makes use of it 
at least twice. In the Masque of Blackness we have, 

* With that great name Britannia, this blest isle 
Hath won her ancient dignity and style ; 
A world divided from a world, and tried 
The abstract of it, in his general pride.* 

Shakespbabe used the same thought more nobly when he made 
it the theme of that glorious outburst of patriotism from the 
lips of the dying Gaunt. G. 
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VPON TWO GREENE APRICOCKES SENT TO 
COWLEY BY SIR CRASHAW.' 

Tare these, Time's tardy truants, aent by me i 

To be chastis'd (sweet friend) and chido by thea 
Pole sons of qui Pomona I whose wan cheekes 
Hare spent the patience of expecting weekee, 
Yet are scarce ripe enough at beet to show 5 

The redd, but of the blush to tbee they ow. 
By thy compairison they shall put on 
More Summer in their shame's reflection, 
Titan ere the froitfiUl Phtebus' flaming kissee 
Kindled on their cold lips. O had m; wishes 1 o 

And the deare merits of your Muse, their due. 
The yeare had found some fruit early as you y 
Bipe as those rich composures Time computes 
Blossoms, but our bleat tast confesses fruits. 
How does thy April-Auturaue mocke these cold 15 
ProgiesdonB 'twixt whose termea poor Time grows old ! 

' Appealed arigiiuUy in 1648 ' Delighle;' bat i» mt given in 
IttTO edition. Line 14 ii m eiqnigitdy-tumed illiuioa to Cowlxt'h 
title-page ofhie juvenile Poems, ' Poetical Bfauonu,' 1633. 'Apri- 
cucks' = epricola. So Hikhick in the ' Maiden Biuib,' 
* 80 clicrrloi tildafa. And knthcm pcAnfl, 
And apnwdUt in yoqthfuU >«an«.' 

(Work*, by HAiLrrr, voi, ii. p. WJ.) O, 
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With thee alone he weares no beard, thy braino 

Gives him the morning World's fresh gold againe. 

'Twas only Paradice, 'tis onely thou, 19 

Whose fruit and blossoms both blesse the same bough. 

Proud in the patteme of thy pretious youth, 

Nature (methinks) might easily mend her growth. 

Could she in all her births but coppie thee, 

Into the publick yeares proficiencie, 

No fruit should have the face to smile on thee 25 

(Young master of the World's maturitie) 

But such whose sun-borne beauties what they borrow 

Of beames to day, pay back again to morrow, 

Nor need bo double-gilt. How then must these 

Poor fruites looke pale at thy Hesperides ! 30 

Faine would I chide their slownesse, but in their 

Defects I draw mine own dull character. 

Take them, and me in them acknowledging, 

How much my Summer waites upon thy Spring. 




The First Eleoie. 
I LATE the Roman youth's loud prayse atid pride, i 
Whom long none could obtain, though thousands try'd ; 
Lo, here am left (alas !) For my lost mate 
T embrace my toaroa, and kiase an vnkind fete. 
Sure in my early woes starres were at strife, 5 

And try'd to make a widow ere a wife. 
Nor can I tell (and thia now tearea doth breed) 
In what strange path, my lord's fair footsteppes bleed. 
knew I where he wander'd, I should see 
Some solace in my sorrow's certainty : 10 

I'd send my woes in words should weep for me, 
(Who knowea how powerfull well-writt prairaa would 
Sending's too slow a word ; myselfe would fly. [be.) 
Who knowes my own heart's woes so well as I ) 

' Appeared aTiginallf in ihi; ' DdifcbM' of I64S {pp. GiS) : w*« 
reprioted in 1652 (pp. 116.120) and IG70 (pp. 200-4). Oar lExt in 
that or 1652, u lieforci but aee variaiu readings at cloie nf the 
piienui. See ntso nur Rsssy for ori[ic»l reniarka. Our poet Iranslale* 
from the Latin nf Frakcih Kkhonu. 6. 
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I'm wedded o're again since thou art gone ; 
Nor ciouldet thou, cruell, leaue mc quile alone. 
Alexis' widdow now is Sorrow's wife, 
With him ahall I weep out my weary life. 
Wellcome, my aad-aweet mate ! Now haue I gott 
At lafit a constant Loue, that leauee me not : 
Firm he, as thou art false ; nor need my cryes 
Thus vex the Earth and teare the beauteoua akyes. 
For him, alas ! n'ei« shall 1 need to be 
Troublosom to thu world tlius as for thee : 
For thoe I talk to trees ; with sOent grouea 
Expostulate my woes and muiih-wrong'd louea ; 
Hills and retentlesse rockea, or if there be 
Things that in hardnesse more allude fai thoe, 
To these I talk in teares, and t«ll my poiu. 
And answer tiw for them in tearos again. 
How oft haue I wept out the wyary sun ! 
My watiy hoar-glasse hath old Time's outrunne. 
U I am leamM grown : poor Loue and I 
Haue study'd ouer all Astrology ; 
I'm perfect in Heaun's state ; with euery starr 
My skillfull gieife is grown familiar. 
Bise, fairest of those fires ; what'ero thou be 
Whose rosy beam shall point ray sun to me. 
Such aa the sacred light that e'rst did bring 
The Eastern princes to llioir infant King, 
rise, pure himp ! and lend thy golden ray 
That weary Lone at last may find his way. 

TOL. I. NN 
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The Third Eleoie. 

Rich, churlish Land ! that hid^st so long in thee i 
My treasures ; rich, alas ! by robbing mee. 
Needs must my miseryes owe that man a spite 
Who e're he be was the first wandring knight. 
O had he nere been at that criiell cost 5 

Natvre's virginity had nere been lost ; 
Seas had not bin rebuk't by sawcy oares 
But ly*n lockt vp safe in their sacred shores ; 
Men had not spum'd at mountaines ; nor made warrs 
With rocks, nor bold hands struck the World's strong 
barres, 10 

Nor lost in too larg bounds, our little Borne 
Full sweetly with it selfe had dwell't at home. 
My poor Alexis, then, in peacefull life 
Had vnder some low roofe lou'd his plain wife ; 
But now, ah me ! from, where he has no foes 1 5 

He flyes ; and into willfull exile goes. 
Cruell, return, tell the reason why 
Thy dearest parents have deseru'd to dy. 
And I, what is my crime, I cannot tell, 
Vnlesse it be a crime t' haue lou'd too well. 20 

If heates of holyer loue and high desire, 
Make bigge thy fair brest with immortall fire, 
What needes my virgin lord fly thus from me, 
Who only wish his virgin wife to be 1 
Witnesse, chast Heauns I no happyer vowes I know 25 
Then to a virgin grave vntouch't to goe. 



Loue's truest knott by Venus is not ty'd, 

Nor doe embracea onely make a bride- 

The queen of angels (and men chast as yciu) 

Was maiden-wife and maiden-mot lier too, 

Cecilia, glory of her name and blooii, 

With happy gain her roaiden-vowcs made good ; 

The lusty bndegraom made approach ; young miui 

Take heed (said she) take heed. Valerian ! 

My hosome'B guard, a spirit great and strong, 

Stands arm'd, to eheild me from all wanton wrong ; 

My chastity is sacred ; and my Bleep 

WakefuU, her dear vowes ^-ndelil'd to keep. 

Faltas beares anuei', forsooth ; and should there be 

No fortresse built for true Virginity 1 40 

Ho gaping Gorgon, this : none, like the rest 

Of your leam'd lyes. Here you'll find no such iest. 

I'm your's : O were my God, my Christ so too, 

rd know no name of Loue on Earth but yon. 

He yeilds, and straight baptis'd, obtains the grace 43 

To gaze on the iair eouldier'a glorious face. 

Both mixt at last their blood in one rich bed 

Of rosy martyrdome, twice married. 

O bum our Hymen bright in such high flame. 

Thy torch, t«nestriall Loue, haue here no name. 50 

How sweet the mutuoll yoke of man and wife, 

When holy fires maintain Loue's heauuly life ! 

But I (so help me Heaun my hopes to see) 

When thousands sought my loue, lou'il none but ihee. 
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Still, as their vain teares my firm vowes did try, 55 
Alexis, he alone is mine (said I). 
Half true, alas ! half false, proues that poor line, 
Alexis is alone ; but is not mine. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The heading in 1648 omits ' Sainte.* These variationB from 
1648 are interesting : 

1st Elegy : Line 9, * wonld' for * should.* 
line 17, oar text (1652) drops ' way* inadvertently. Tubn- 
BULL tinkers it by reading * thee* for ' the,* instead of collating 
the texts. 

Line 28, ' its* for * his.* 
„ 25, * when* for * where.* 
„ 87, 1 have adopted * th* * for < thon* of onr text (1652). 

2d Elegy : line 1, onr text (1652) misspells ' fleed.* 

Line 8, ib. misprints * I* am.* 

„ 10, ib. drops 'beanteons* inadvertently. Tubnbull, 

for a wonder, wakes up here to notice a deficient word ; but 

again, instead of collating his texts, inserts without authority 

' lofty.* Had he turned to 1648 edition, he would have found 

* beauteous.* 

line 20, 1 have adopted * Time's* for * Time.* 
„ 28, as in line 17 in 1st Elegy. 

„ 80, a reference to the * Love will find out the way,* 
in the old song * Over the mountain.* * Weary* is misprinted 

* Wary* in 1670. 

3d Elegy : Line 7, * with* for * by.' 

Line 17, our text (1652) misprints * Or* for * O.* 

20, 1 accept »t*' for* to.* 

29, * The Blessed Virgin* for ' The queen of angeln/ 

41, * facing' for * gaping.* 

48, as in line 17 in 1st Elegy. 

50, * hath* for *haue.* 

51, * sweet's* for * sweet.' 
54, our text (1652) misprints ' thousand.' G. 
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NOTE. 

See Note on page 184 for reference on the title here and 
elsewhere of * Airelles/ O. 




UPON THE KING'S CORONATION. 



Sound forth, coelestiall organs, let heauen's quire 

Ravisli the dancing orbes, make them mount higher 

With nimble capers, & force Atlas tread 

Vpon his tiptoes, e're his siluer head 

Shall kisse his golden curthen. Thou glad Isle, 

That swim'st as deepe in joy, as seas, now smile ; 

Lett not thy weighty glories, this full tide 

Of blisse, debase thee ; but with a just pride 

Swell : swell to such an height, that thou maist vye 

With heauen itselfe for stately majesty. 

Doe not deceiue mee, eyes : doe I not see 

In this blest earth heauen's bright epitome, 

Circled with pure refinM glory 1 heere 

I view a rising sunne in this our sphere, 

Whose blazing beames, maugre the blackest night, 

And mists of greife, dare force a joyfull light. 

The gold, in w*"** he flames, does well pnesage 

A precious season, & a golden age. 

Doe I not see joy keepe his revels now. 

And sitt triumphing in each cheerfull brow 1 

1 Charles I. See our Essay on this and kindred poems, and their 
relation to the Latin royal poems. G. 
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Vnmixt felicity with siluer wings 

Broodeth this sacred place : hither Peace hrings 

The choicest of her oliue-crownes, & praies 

To haue them guilded with his courteous raies. 

Doe I not see a Cynthia, who may 

Abash the purest beauties of the day 1 

To whom heauen's lampes often in sQent night 

Steale from their stations to repaire their light. 

Doe I not see a constellation, 

Each little beame of w^ would make a sunne ? 

I meane those three great starres, who well may scorn 

Acquaintance with the vsher of the mome. 

To gaze vpon such starres each humble eye 

Would be ambitious of astronomie. 

Who would not be a phoenix, & aspire 

To sacrifice himselfe in such sweet hre 1 

Shine forth, ye flaming sparkes of Deity, 

Yee perfect emblemes of divinity. 

Fixt in your spheres of glory, shed from thence, 

The treasures of our lines, your influence. 

For if you sett, who may not justly feare, 

The world will be one ocean, one great teare. 



UPON THE KING'S CORONATION. 

Strange metamorphosis ! It was but now 
The sullen heauen had vail'd its moumfull brow 
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With a black maske ; the clouds with child by Groifo 

Traueld th' Olympian plaines to find releife. 

But at the last (having not soe much power 

Ae to refraine) brought forth a costly shower 

Of poarly drops, & sent her numerous birth 

(As tokens of her greife) vnto the Earth. 

Alas, the Earth, quick drunke with teares, had rcel'd 

From of her center, had not lone vpheld 

The staggering lompe : each i^ye spent all its store, 

As if heereafter they would weepe noo more : 

Straight from this sea of teares there does appoare 

Full glory flaming in her owne free sphere. 

Amazed Sol throwes of his moumfull weeds, 

Speedily hameasing his fiery steeds, 

Vp to Olympus' stately topp he hies. 

From whence his glorious rivall hee espies. 

Then wondring starts, & had the curteous night 

Withheld her vaile, h' had forfeited his sight. 

The joyfull sphan^ with a delicious sound 

Alright th' amazed aire, and dance a round 

To their owne musicV, nor (untill tliey see 

This glorious Phoibus sett) will quiet bee. 

Each aery Siren now hath gott her song. 

To whom the merry lambea doe tripp along 

The laughing mcaitcs, as joyfull to behold 

Their winter coates coucr'd with flaming gold. 

Such was the brightnesse of this Northomo starn.'. 

It made the virgin phirniic come from farre 
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To be ropair'd : hither she did resort, 
Thinking her father had remou*d his Court. 
The lustre of his face did shine soe bright, 
That Rome's bold egles now were blinded quite ; 
The radiant darts shott from his sparkling eyes, 
Made euery mortall gladly sacrifice 
A heart burning in loue ; all did adore 
This rising sunne j their faces nothing wore. 
But smiles, and ruddy joyes, and at this day 
All melancholy clouds vanisht away. 



VPON THE BIRTH OF THE PRINCESS E 

ELIZABETH.! 

Bright starro of Majesty, oh shedd on mee, 

A precious influence, as sweet as thee. 

That with each word, my loaden pen letts fall, 

The fragrant Spring may be perfum'd withall. 

That Sol from them may suck an honied shower, 

To glutt the stomack of his darling flower. 

With such a sugred livery made fine. 

They shall proclaimo to all, that they are thine. 

Lett none dare speake of thee, but such as thence 

Extracted haue a balmy eloquence. 

* See our Notes to Panecjyric on the Queen's 'numerous pro- 
genie.* G. 
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But then, alas, my heart ! oh how shall I 

Cure thee of thy delightfuU tympanie 1 

I cannot hold ; such a spring-tide of joy 

Must haue a passage, or 'twill force a way. 

Yet shall my loyall tongue keepe this comand : 

But giue me leaue to ease it with my hand. 

And though these humble lines soare not soe high, 

As is thy birth ; yet from thy flaming eye 

Drop downe one sparke of glory, & theyl prouo 

A prsesent worthy of Apollo's loue. 

My quill to thee may not praesume to sing : 

Lett th' hallowed plume of a seraphick wing 

Bee consecrated to this worTke, while I 

Chant to my selfe with rustick melodie. 

Rich, liberall heauen, what hath yo' treasure store 
Of such bright angells, that you giue vs more 1 
Had you, like our great sunne, stamped but one 
For earth, t' had beene an ample portion. 
Had you but dra^vne one liuely coppy forth, 
That might interpret our faire Cynthia's worth, 
y had done enough to make the lazy ground 
Dance, like the nimble spheres, a joyfull round. 
But such is the coelestiall excellence. 
That in the princely pattcme shines, from whence 
The rest pourtraicted are, that 'tis noe paine 
To ravish heauen to limbe them o're againe. 
Wittnesse this mapp of beauty; euery part 
Of w*''' doth show the quintessence of art. 
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See ! nothing's vulgar, every atome heere 

Speakes tlie great wisdome of th' artificer. 

Poore Eartli hath not enougli perfection, 

To shaddow forth th* admired paragon. 

Tlioso sparkling twinnes of light should I now stile 

Rich diamonds, sett in a pure siluer foyle ; 

Or call her cheeke a bed of new-blowne roses ; 

And say that ivory her front composes ; 

Or should I say, that with a scarlet wane 

Those plumpe soft rubies had bin drest soe braue ; 

Or that the dying lilly did bestow 

Vpon her neck the whitest of his snow ; 

Or that the purple violets did lace 

That hand of milky downe ; all these are base ; 

Her glories I should dimme with things soe grosso, 

And foule the cleare text with a muddy glosse. 

Goe on then, Heauen, & limbe forth such another, 

Draw to this sister miracle a brother ; 

Compile a first glorious epitome 

Of heauen, & Earth, & of all raritie ; 

And sett it forth in the same happy place. 

And lUe not blurre it with my paraphrase. 



VPON A GNATT BURNT IN A CANDLK 

LiTTLK, buzzing, wanton elfe 
Perisli there, and thanke thy solfo. 
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Thou deaeru'at thy life to loose, 

For diatracting such a Muse. 

Was it thy ambitious aime 

By thy death t« purchase fame I 

Didst thon hope he would in pitty 

Haue bestoVd a fuuerall ditty 

Oq thy ghoasti and thou in that 

To haue outliu^d Virgill's gnattt 

1^0 ! The treason thou hast wrought 

Might forbid thee such a thought. 

If that Night's worke doe miscarry. 

Or a syllable but vary ; 

A greater foe thon ehalt me find. 

The destruction of thy kind. 

Phtebus, to revenge thy ikult, 

In a fiery tiapp thee caught ; 

That thy wingM mates might know it. 

And not dare diaturbe a poet. 

Deare and wretched was thy sport, 

Since thyselfe was crushed for't ; 

Scarcely had that life a breath, 

Yet it found. a double death ; 

Playing in the golden flames, 

Thou fell'st into an inky Thames ; 

Scorch'd and drown'd. That petty sunno 

A pietty Icarus hath vudone. 




FllOM PETRONIUS.i 

AU» PhoiiacU peUta Colchitt Ac 

The bird that's fetch't from Phasis floud, 
Or choicest heiines of Africk-brood ; 
These please our palates ; and why these 1 
'Cause they can but seldome please. 
Whil'st the goose soe goodly white, 
And the drake, yeeld noe delight, 
Though his wings' conceited hewe 
Paint each feather, as if new. 
These for vulgar stomacks be. 
And rellish not of rarity. 
But the dainty Scams, sought 
In feuiihest clime; what e're is bought 
With shipwrack's toile, oh, that is sweet, 
'Cause the quicksands hansell'd it. 
The pretious barbill, now growne rife. 
Is cloying meat. How stale is wife 1 
Deare wife hath ne're a handsome letter, 
Sweet mistris sounds a great deale better. 
Hose quakes at name of cinnamon. 
Unlesse't be rare, what's thought vpon? 

^ Petronius, SatTricon, cap. 98. G. 
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Seake of thy mother soyle ! ill-nurtur'd tree ! 
Sett, to the mischoife of posteritio ! 
That hand (what e're it wer) that was thy uuree, 
Was sacrilegioua (sure) or somewhat worse. 
Black, 'aa the day was dismall, in whoso sight 
Thy rising topp first stain'd the b^hfull light. 
That man — I thiuke — wrested the feeble life 
From his old father, that man's barbarona knife 
Conspir'd with darknes 'gainst the strangers tbroatc ; 
(Whereof the blushing walles tooke bloody note) 
Huge high-flouue poysons, eu'n of Colchoa breed, 
And whatsoe're wild sinnes black thoughts doe feed, 
Hia hands haue padled in ; his hands, that found 
Thy traiterous root a dwelling in my ground. 
Perfidious totterer ! longing for the stainea 
Of thy kind Master's woll-dcseruing braines. 
Man's daintiest caro, & caution cannot spy 
Tho subtile point of his coy destiny, 
W* way it threats. With feare the merchant's mind 
Is plough'd as decpe, aa is the sea with wind, 
(Eowz'd in an angry t«mpcst), Oh the sea ! 
Ob ! that's his feare ; there flotcs liis deetluy : 
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While from another (vnseene) comer blowes 
The storme of fate, to w*"** his life he owes ; 
By Parthians bow the soldier lookes to die, 
(Whose hands are fighting, while their feet doe flie.) 
The Parthian starts at Eome*s imperiall name, 
Fledg*d with her eagle's wing ; the very chaine 
Of his captivity rings in his eares. 
Thus, 6 thus fondly doe wee pitch our feares 
Farre distant from our fates, our fates, that mocke 
Our giddy feares with an vnlook't for shocke. 

A little more, & I had surely scene 
Thy greisly Majesty, Hell's blackest Queene ; 
And CEacus on his tribunall too, 
Sifting the soules of guilt ; & you, (oh you !) 
You euer-blushing meads, where doe the blest 
Farre from darke horrors home appeale to rest. 
There amorous Sappho plaines vpon her lute 
Her loue's crosse fortune, that the sad dispute 
Runnes murmuring on the strings. Alca'us there 
In high-built numbers wakes his golden lyre 
To tell the world, how hard the matter went. 
How hard by sea, by warre, by banishment. 
There those brauo soules deale to each wondring earc 
Such words, soo precious, as they may not weare 
Without religious silence ; aboue all 
Warre*s ratling tumults, or some tyrant's falL 
The thronging clotted multitude doth feast : 
What wonder ] when the hundred-headed beast 
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lIuDgB hia black lugges, atroakt with those heaveiily 

lines ; ears 

The Furies' curl'd snakes meet in gentle twines, 
And stretuh their cold limbes in a pleasing fire. 
Prometheus eelfo, and Pelops sterv6d sirs 
Aie cheated of theii paines ; Orion thinkes 
Of lions now noe more, or spotted linx. 



EX EUPHORMIOKE. 

Dia, Mtrti •« A> iHry atma (gmnUf, itr. 

Bright goddesse (whether Joue thy father be, 

Or Jove a fothet will be made by thee) 

Oh CTOwne these praiera (mov'd in a happy bower) 

But with one cordiall smile for Cloe. That power 

Of Loue's all-daring hand, that makes me bume. 

Makes me confess't. Oh, doe not thou with scome, 

Great nymph, o'relooko my lownesse. Heau'n you know 

And all their fellow-deitiea will bow 

Eu'n to the naked'st towbs. Thou art my fate ; 

To tttee the Parcai haue given vp of lato 

My thieds of life : if then I shall not live 

By thee, by thee yet lott me die ; this giue. 

High Beautie's sovcraigue, that my funerall llamcs 

May dmw theii first breath from thy stany bcames. 

The phccnix' selfo shall not more proudly bume. 

That fetcheth fresh life from her fmitfoll vme. 



AN ELEGY VPON THE DEATH OF 
MR STANNINOW, 

FELLOW OF QUEENE'S OOLLEDGE.^ 

Hath aged winter, fledg'd with feathered raine, 

To frozen Caucasus his flight now tane ? 

Doth hee in downy snow there closely shrowd 

His bedrid limmes, wrapt in a fleecy clowd 1 

Is th' Earth disrobM of her apron white, 

Blind Winter's guift, & in a greene one dight ? 

Doth she beginne to dandle in her lappe 

Her painted lofiEaits, fedd with pleasant pappe, 

W*** their bright father in a pretious showre 

From heaven's sweet milky streame doth gently poure? 

Doth blith Apollo cloath the heavens with joye, 

And with a golden wane wash cleane away 

Those durty smutches, w** their faire fronts wore, 

And make them laugh, w** frown'd, & wept before ? 

K heaven hath now forgot to weepe ; 6 then 

What meane these shoures of teares amongst vs men 1 

These cataracts of griefe, that dare eu'n vie 

With th' richest clowds their pearly treasurie 1 

^ See notice of Staiiinough in our Essay, as before. G. 
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If Winters gone, whence this vntinielj cold, 

That on these snowy limmea hath laid such hold I 

What inoro than winter hath that diie &rt found, 

These puiplo currente hedg'd with violets round. 

To corrallize, W* sofUy wont to slide 

In criniiBon waueletta, & in scarlet tide I 

If Flora's darlings now awake &om sleepe, 

And out of their greene mantletts dare to peepe 

toll me then, vhat rude outragious blast 

Forc't this prime flowre of youth to make such host ) 

To hide his blooming glories, & bequeath 

His balmy treasure to the bodd of death I 

'Twas not the frozen zone ; one sparke of fire, 

Shott from his flaming eye, had thaw'd its ire, 

And made it bume in lone : 'twas not the rage, 

And too vngenUe nippe of frosty ^ : 

'Twas not the chast, & purer auow, whose nest 

Was in the modest nunnery of his brest : 

Noe, none of these ravish't those virgin roses, 

The Muses, & the Graces fragrant posies. 

W^, while they smiling sate vpon his face. 

They often kist, & in the sugred place 

Left many a starry tearc, to thinke how soono 

The golden harvest of our joyea, the noone 

Of all our glorious hopes should &de, 

And be eclipsud with an envious shade. 

Noe 'twas old doting Death, who stealing by. 

Dragging his crooked burthen, look't awry, 
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And streight his amorous syth (greedy of blisse) 
Murdred the Earth's just pride with a rude kisse. 
A winged herald, gladd of soe sweet a prey, 
Snatch't vpp the falling starre, soe richly gay, 
And plants it in a precious perfum'd bedd. 
Amongst those lillies, w** his bosome bredd. 
Where round about hovers with siluer wing 
A golden Summer, an a^ternall Spring. 
JSTow that his root such fruit againe may beare. 
Let each eye water 't with a courteous teare. 
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Hee's dead ! Oh what harsh musick's there 
Vnto a choyce, and curious eare ! 
Wee must that Discord surely call, 
Since sighs doe rise and teares doe falL 
Teares fall too low, sighes rise too high. 
How then can there be harmony] 
But who is he ? him may wee know 
That jarres and spoiles sweet consort soe ? 
Death, 'tis thou : you false time keepe. 
And stretch'st thy dismall voice too deepe. 
Long time to quavering Age you giue, 
But to large Youth, short time to Hue. 
You take vpon you too too much. 
In striking where you should not touch. 
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How out of tuDQ the world now lies, 

Since youth mufit fall, when it ahonld rise ! 

Gone be all consort, since alone 

He that once hore the beat part 's gone. 

Whose whole life, mueick was ; wherein 

Each vertue for a part came in. 

And though that musick of his life be still, 

The musick of his name yett soundeth shrill. 



AN ELEGIE ON THE DEATH OF DR PORTER.» 

Stat, silver-footed Came, striue not to wed 

Thy maiden stiearaes soe soone to Neptune's bed ; 

Fixe beerc thy wat'ry eyes upon these towers, 

Vnto whose feet in reuerence of the powers. 

That there inhabite, thou on euery day 

With trembling lippea an humble kiase do'st pay. 

See all in mourning now ; the walles are jett, 

With pearly papers carelesly besett. 

Whose snowy cheekes, least joy should be exprest, 

The weeping pen with sable teares hath drest. 

Tbeir wrongf^d beauties speake a tragcedy, 

Somewhat more horrid than an elegy. 

Pure, & vnmixed cruelty they tell, 

W* poaeth Mischeife's selfe to parallel, 

Juetice hath lost her hand, the law her head ; 

Peace is an orphan now ; her father's dead. 

' See oni Euay, u before, tor nolioe of Fobtek. Q. 
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Honestio's nurse, Vertue's blest guardian. 

That heauenly mortall, that seraphick man. 

Enough is said, now, if thou canst crowd on 

Thy lazy crawling streames, pri'thee be gone, 

And murmur forth thy woes to euery flower. 

That on thy bankes sitts in a uerdant bower. 

And is instructed by thy glassy wane 

To paint its perfum'd fece w*** colours brane. 

In vailes of dust their silken heads theyle hide. 

As if the oft-departing sunne had d/d. 

Groe leame that fatall quire, soe sprucely dight 

In downy surplisses, & vestments white. 

To sing their saddest dirges, such as may 

Make their scar'd soules take wing, & fly away. 

Lett thy swolne breast discharge thy strugling groanes 

To th' churlish rocks ; & teach the stubbome stones 

To melt in gentle drops, lett them be heard 

Of all proud Keptune's siluer-sheilded guard ; 

That greife may crack that string, & now vntie 

Their shackled tongues to chant an elegie. 

Whisper thy plaints to th' Ocean's curteous eaies, 

Then weepe thyselfe into a sea of teares. 

A thousand Helicons the Muses send 

In a bright christall tide, to thee they send. 

Leaving those mines of nectar, their sweet fountaines, 

They force a lilly path through rosy mountaines. 

Feare not to dy with greife ; all bubling eyes 

Are teeming now with store of fresh supplies. 



VERSE-LETTElt 



THE COUNTESS OF DENBIGH 

(1052). 



NOTE. 

To the volame of 1652 (' Carmen Deo Nostro* Ssc) was pre- 
fixed a Verse-letter to the Countess or Denbigh, illnstrated 
with an engraving of a * locked heart,' as reprodaced in onr 
quarto edition. In 1653 (* Sept. 23, 1653*), as appears from a 
contemporary marking in the uniqae copy in the British Ma- 
senm, the following was printed : * A Letter from Mb. Cbabhaw 
to the ConntesB of Denbigh. Against Irresolation and Delay in 
matters of Religion. London, n.d.'(4to). Collation: title-page 
and 3 pages, page 1st on reverse of title-page (British Mnsenm 
E. 220. 2.). The Paris copy is very imperfect from some mi- 
explained reason (68 as against 90 lines), and it wonld seem 
that some friend of the deceased poet, dissatisfied with it, 
and having in his (or her) possession a fuller m s., printed, if 
not published it. We give the enlarged text — never before 
noticed, having been only named, without taking the trouble 
to consult and compare it, by Tubnbull ; and for the student 
add the abbreviated form from 1652 ' Carmen,' as it, in turn, 
has lines and words not in the other. See our Essay for more 
on this most characteristic poem, and relative to the Countess 
of Denbigh. G. 



AGAINST IRRESOLUTION AND DELAY IN 
MATTERS OF RELIGION. 

What Heav'n-beBieg^d heart is this i 

Stands trembling at the Gate of Blieee : 

Holds fast the door, yet dares not venture 

Fairly to open and to enter t 

Whose definition is, A Doubt 5 

Twixt life and death, 'twixt In and Out. 

Ah ! linger not, lov'd soul : a alow 

And late consent was a long No. 

Who grants at last, a great while try'de 

And did his hcst, to have den/de lo 

What magick-bolts, what mystick barrs 
Maintain the Will in these strange warra 1 
What fatal!, ]-et fantaatitk, bands 
Keep the froo heart from his own hands 1 
Say, lingring Fair, why comes the birth 1 5 

Of your brave soul ao slowly forth t 
Plead your pretences (0 you strong 
In weakncase !) why you chuse so long 
In labour of your self to ly. 
Not daring quite to live not die. 20 
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So when the Year takes cold we see 
Poor waters their own prisoners be : 
Fettered and locked up fast they lie 
In a cold self-captivity. [plore, 

Th' astonish'd Xymphs their Floud^s strange fate de- 
To find themselves their own severer shoar. 26 

Love, that lends haste to heaviest things, 
In you alone hath lost his wings. 
Look round and reade the World's wide face, 
The field of Nature or of Grace ; 30 

Where can you fix, to find excuse 
( )r pattern for the pace you use 1 
Mark with what faith fruits answer flowers, 
And know the call of Heav'n's kind showers : 
Each mindfull plant hasts to make good 35 
The hope and promise of his bud. 
Seed- timers not all; there should be harvest too. 
Alas ! and has the Year no Spring for you ? 
Both winds and waters urge their way. 
And murmure if they meet a stay. 40 

Mark how the curl'd waves work and wind, 
All hating to be left behind. 
Each bigge with businesse thrusts the other, 
And seems to say. Make haste, my brother. 
The aiery nation of neat doves, ^>f<rc 45 

That draw the chariot of chast Loves, 
Chide your delay : yea those dull things, 
Wliose wayes have least to doe with wings. 
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Make wings at least of their own weijjht. 

And by their love contToll their Fat*. s** 

So lumpish steel, untaught to move, 

Leam'd first his lightnesee by his love. 

What e're Love's matter be, he moves 
By th' even wings of his own doves, 
Lives by his own laws, and does hold 55 

Tn grossest metolls his own gold. 

All things swear friends to Fuir and Goo)l 
Yea suitours ; man alone is wo'ed, 
Tediously wo'eil, and hanlly wono : 
Only not slow to be undone. 60 

As if the bargaJD had been driven 
80 hardly betwixt Earth and Heaven ; 
Uur God would thrive too fiuit, and be 
Too much a gainer by't, should we 
Our purchos'd selves too soon bestow 65 

<^>n Hiui, who has not lovM us so. 
Vr\iea love of iiacull'd Him to see 
If wee'd voiichsafi! His company, 
He left His I'athcr's Court, and cnmo 
J.ightly as a lambent flame, 70 

Leaping upon the hills, to be 
Tlic humble king of you and mc. 
Not can thit mres of His whole crown 
(When one pu<)r sigh semis for Him down) 
Jk-tjiiu Him, but He l.-avea behind 75 

Tlie late wings of tlie lazy wind. 
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Spurns the tame laws of Time and Place, 
And breaks through all ten heavens to our embrace. 
Yield to His siege, wise soul, and see 

Your triumph in His victory. 80 

Disband dull feares, give Faith the day : 

To save your life, kill your Delay. 

'Tis cowardise that keeps this field ; 

And want of courage not to yield. 

Yield then, yield, that Love may win 85 

The Fort at last, and let Life in. 

Yield quickly, lest perhaps you prove 

Death's prey, before the prize of Love. 
This fort of your fair self if *t be not wone. 
He is repuls'd indeed, but you'r undone. 90 



FINLS. 



Fboh 'Cabubh Deo Nobtbo' (1662). 



To the noblest and best of LadyeB, the Conntetiee of Denbig^b, 
penwtdiiig her to Beeolntion in Beligion, and to render 
her Belfe withoat farther delay into the Commniuon of the 
Cstbolick Cboroh. 



What heau'u-mtreated heart is this 
Stands trembling at the gate of blissef 
Holds £iet the door, yet dares not ventuio 
Faiilf to open it, and enter. 
Whose definition is a doubt 
Twixt life and death, 'twixt in and out. 
Say, lingring Fair I why cornea the birth 
Of your brave soul so slowly forth 1 
Plead your pretences (0 you strong 
In woaknes !) why you choose so long 
In labor of your selfe to ly, 
Nor daring quite to line nor dyl 
Ah ! "linger not, lou'd soul ! a slow 
And late consent was a long no ; 
Who grants at lost, long time try'd 
And did his beat to haue deny'd ; 
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What magick bolts, what mystick barres 

Maintain the will in these strange warres ] 

What fatall yet fantastick, bands 

Keep the fi'ee heart from its o'wn hands ? 20 

So when the year takes cold, we see 

Poor waters their own prisoners be : 

Fetter'd and lockt vp they ly 

In a sad selfe-captivity. 24 

The astonisht nymphs their flood's strange fate deplore, 

To see themselues their own seuerer shore. 

Thou that alone canst thaw this cold. 

And fetch the heart from its strong-hold ; 

Allmighty Love ! end this long warr, 

And of a meteor make a steur. 30 

fix this fair Indefinite ! 

And *mongst Thy shafts of soueraign light 

Choose out that sure decisiue dart 

Which has the key of this close heart, 

Knowes all the comers of *t, and can controul 35 

The self-shutt cabinet of an vnsearcht soul. 

let it be at last, Loue*8 hour ! 

Eaise this tall trophee of Thy powre ; 

Come once the conquering way ; not to confute 

But kill this rebell-word * irresolute,* 40 

Tliat so, in spite of all this peeuish strength 

Of weaknes, she may write * resolved* at length. 

Vnfold at length, vnfold fair flo^vre 

And vse the season of Loue*s showro ! 



Meet Hie well-meaning wounds, wise heart, 
And haat to drink the wholsome dart. 
That healing shall, which Ueaon till now 
Hath in Loue's quincr hid for you. 
dart of Loue ! arrow of light ! 
happy fou, if it hitt right ! 
It must not fall la vain, it must 
Not mark the diy, regardless dust. 
Fair one, it is your fate ; and brings 
eternal worlds vpon its wings. 
Meet it with wide-spread armes, and see 
Its seat your soul's iust center be. 
Disband dull foares ; giue faith the day ; 
To sane yoni life, kill your delay. 
It is Loue's seege, and sure to be 
Your triumph, though His victory. 
Tis cowardise that keeps this feild 
And want of courage not to yeild. 
Yeild then, O jeild, tliat Lone may win 
The fort at last, and let life in. 
Yeild quickly, leet perhaps you prouo 
Death's piey, before the prize of Loue. 
This fort of your faire solfe, if 't be not won, 
He is repnlst indeed ; but you are vndoae. 
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SUPPLEMENT TO FULLER WORTHIES' LIBRARY 
EDITION OF THE POEMS OF 

RICHARD CRASHAW, 

2 Vols. 1872-73. 

The Rev. Dr. A, B. Grosart, Brooklyn House, Black- 
burn, Lancashire, has Ihe pleasure to inform his fellow 
book-lovers who subscribed for his Crashaw (as above), 
that having had the rare good fortune to make a 'find" of 
an authenticated autograph MS. volume of Poems by 
Crashaw, he has personally collated those already pub- 
lished — preserving the many and interesting various read- 
ings — and transcribed literatim a number hitherto unknown 
and unprinted, and had a limited number printed, as a 
uniform Supplement to the F. W. L. edn. 

Owing to deaths and changes, Dr. Grosart has printed 
only a very small number of each size, merely to cover the 
cost of production. He has also given a fac-simile by the 
Autotype Company of a page of the MS. that contains a 
fine corrective various reading. The wholly new poems extend 
to no fewer than 144 lines, and have Crashaw's subtlest 
and finest characteristics. The various readings on the 
best known of the Poems are full of interest and are all 
recorded. In order that this Supplement may fit in prop- 
erly at end of vol. I. the Contents are reprinted and the 
closing leaf of the vol. 

On receipt of the respective price or prices, by postal 
irder, a copy or copies will be duly posted free. 

I. Crown 4to, 5/3 ; 8vo. 3/3 ; i2mo. 3/3 — net. 

Name and Address musl be written plainly. 
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Rev. ALEXANDER R. GROSART, D.D.. LL.D., F.S.A. (Bool.) 
St. Geobqe^s, Rlackbubm, Lancabhibi. 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 



Ths National Library (British Mnsenm) recently acquired by 
pnrcbase from Messrs. Boll & Anvache, Booksellers, 86 Hart 
Street, Bloomsbory, W.O., a small ms. volame. Mr. W. T. 
Brooke, their cataloguer (who has won himself a deserred 
name and authority in Hymnody), haying noticed that it con- 
tained well-known poems of Richard Graahaw, persuaded his 
employers to offer it to the authorities of the manuscript 
department of the great Ubraiy. It was at once acquired for 
ten guineas. It had been picked up in a chance or miscel- 
laneous lot at Sotheby's or Pnttick & Sunpson*B, where it had 
been utterly unrecognised as of any value or interest. So 
much for metropolitan bibliophiles* knowledge, or ignorance. 
There is nothing to show from whence it came, or who had 
been its possessor or possessors. From first to last no name 
whatever occurs. The writing is, for the period, exceptionally 
neat and careful. There cannot be shadow of a doubt that 
the entire manuscript is in the holograph of the author him- 
self. There is thus supplied what has long been a desideratum: 
a full example of Richard Orashaw's handwriting. Accordingly 
I furnish in the present tractate a faithful facsimile of a page, 
selecting the one containing Epigram clvii., * To our Lord upon 
the Water made Wine,* to show correction of a long- continued 
author's own misprint of *acts' for 'arts* (vol. ii. p. 135). 
En passant^ the wonder is that none of us (from the poet's own 
printed text onward) happened to think of the self-vindicating 
emendation. ' Act * must now for ever displace ' art,' and so 
remove a blemish — as of a pit-mark on a peach's ruddied 
cheek — from one of the more brilliant of the Divine Epigrams, 
1 now proceed to describe the precious Find in detail. 
After four blank leaves, the ms. begins with six dedicatory 
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lines to B«me (preanlDaUj) 'fair lad;.' To thia BoceeedB— a 
BinitU Bpaco between — a Bfioond aemi'dedioftloiy poom of tbirt; 
Itnes, the last a bnge AlezandriDO, ioteiideil to reflect the 
*loDg apriiig' desireiL Both of these are oat -and - out 
OrasbaweUn. Perliapa tbe oppning allaaion to tbo 'njglitia- 
galo ' waa meant to remind of tlic ' Muaic'a Duel' onward. 
Thereafter, a aei*ction from the Dirine Epigramt (in Engliah 
only) is giytn ancceaeiTelj, aa foUowa. according to Uie niml- 
bering of tbe piinted text and oat edition, vix. : Ixviil., Ixiii., ix., 
viii., d., iiT., xlii., Ivii., cvii., Ivi., liv. (3d], xi., olnzr., 
liv, (Isl), li., il., Ox., cdx., i., iL, «»Ti., ilii., ixi. (o!oii» 
F.pigr. Sacra. neTer before published), iItiI., Iu. At tbia 
point comes in an opigram-poem of twenlj-sii linea — beaidei 
tbf text trom Bt. Matthew, o. nii. — hitherto onprinted and 
tmbnown. To thia snceeed other of the Divine Epigram* — 
(lili.. elTii., in, (again of onr Epigr. Sacra, nsTer before pnb- 
liahed), uri., tiUiv,, iii. Here onoe mors there ii inter- 
posed another bitberlo onpriiited and unknown epigram- 
poem, on a tbeme that mnst have had a peoQliar taacination 
for Craabaw, MeJng that bo baa repeati^dl; Terae-eelebrated 
it — ' Poutiue [Pitnto] naBhing bia blond- etainvd Hands,' It 
oonaists of aixteeo lines, besides heading. There follow ici., 
oiT.. 0x1., liixT., OTi., and other two of oar before nnpnblisbod 
tpigr. bocra, viz. nil. sod iIt. The fact that this tts. eontaiiii 
Sve of the Baoaroft us, Epigrama, whilat it oonBima ilt 
anthority, reflex); conGrma its own. They proceed IxiT.— and 
next a fifth of onr Epigr. Sacra, ixii. — ci., cir., it., xirii. 
Following these are others, Dow giving roferenoes to onr 
edition: vol. i. p. 48, 'Onr Lord in Hta Circumcision to Hit 
Father;' p. 50, "On the Wouodes of oar Cmcified Lord;' 
p. 94, ' Saater Day ;' p. 61, ' On the bleeding Wounds of our 
Cmcified Lord.' To theac onoe more sneceed Divine Epigranu, 
olxzxiv. ; and thercettcT these : vol.i.p. 66, Fanlmiiiii.; p.69, 
Psalm oiiiTii. ; p. i, 'The Weeper;' p. 25, 'The Tearo.' 
Then comes anotber hitherto nnprinted and nnlinoin] poem of 
00 fewer than eighty-six lines, being a translation troni 
Grotiua'a ' Tragedy of Chriat's Snfierings.' Thia ia a ragged 
but peonliarl; Craehaweian poem, after the atjte of bis moat 
noticeable lament for 'Mr. Stanninongh' (toI. 1. pp. 233-S). 
Succeeding these lines are tbe following; vol. ii, p, 165, on 
Nanna; p. 166, on Venns (3) and ont of Martiall ; p. 2B6, from 
Petronini ; vol. 1. p. 343, from Italian ; p. 216, ifrid. ; yol. ii. 




p.lBS, 'MuriBg«:'«cil. I. p. 345, fromltaliuiip. 2S1, CfttoUiu; 
p. 21S, ' Oapid ;' p. 197, ' Mnsiak'e I>ae1 ;' p. 213, HeliodoniB ; 

p. 207, Virgil ; p. 218, Oharlea ; pp. 220, 223, 225, od HcrryB ; 
p. i'ii, on Brooke : p, 2S0, on Ashton, B; the iraj. be it noted 
tbkt Joll;. ID th&t remerksble ' Life ' of a remarktlile D 
' iohu DniiDaii, Scotch Wester and BolKiilBt ' (1683), snma it 
up with s qnotation Itoui the ' Epitaph on Mr. Aahton ' : ' Bnoh 
are aome i^ the elementB ol the me hi]>piiiesB, B^K-hetpfnlDest, 
and peaoe achieved b; this lowlf BcientiSc oeaTer, with a keen 
tempenuDent, amidst eitrBordiDat? diaabiUtiea, and iiadei the 
moBt unlikol; ooDditions ; and bis stor; will not hare been 
written in vain, if it nhonld help an; of db to beeome what 
Crashaw celebrateH, wiiat eierj one sighs and seeks to be, 
boweTer erronconslj aod blindly, and what John Dancan 



Ali»pp)'90ui,ih. 
To hesTen hath a 
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lei's day.' (p. BOS.) 
BcBidcB all these, there follow toI. i. p. 20», on LesunB ; p. 317, 
Bp. AodcewcB; p. 21S, Chamben; p. 2S0, Epitaph; p. 233, 
Stanninonith ; p. 235. ' Fonle Mortiiii^ ;' p. 237, 'Homing:' 
p. HQ, • Love's Horoscope ;' p. 353, ' WisheB '— these last nine 
being given according to their BBCcesaion in onr editioD, The 
' Wishes ' eloees the whole, and twelve blank lesveB complete 
the votnme. BomuiaTily, there are fonr blank leaves^^no leaf 
blank after page 1, eleven leaves of us., two blank leaves, 
thirty-eight leaves of xs. {verio of last blaak], and Iwelva 
blank leaves. Tbe eilges are gilded. The present laDsiiD 
biDdisg IB pTobably of the present fentarr. One or two wards 
are slightly cnt tl^ngb, snggesting that the us. was originally 
written on its paper, and then handed to the binder. 

The whole of these hitherto nnknown and nnprioted po»ms, 
by Riohard Crasbaw, will be fonnd in the presmt Sapplemcnt. 
1 print in integrity of accoracy, only pnnctnating slightly. 

With retercnoB to the Diviitt EjiiHTaiiui and poems tran- 
scribed into this us. volnnie, they are substantially in agreement 
with tbe printed texts and the Saneroft ass., and oar own. 
Capitals and varying poDctaaUon. and no pnnotastlon, it does 
not seem needfal to reckoD. Bot not infrequently 1 have beta 
arrested b; a various reading. Having collated and re cullated 
the whole, the reanllB moat now b« prcseuted, addiiTt^ ns tliry 
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do new stanzas and lines and words. Again the refereneef artf 

to our edition : 

a. Vol. i. pp. 3-12, 'The Weeper'— st xvi. to xxiii., xadx, 
and zzziii. are not in the mb. ; and st. iz. is Tiii., st. viii. is ix., 
St. xzvii. is XTii., st. zxy. is xTiii., st. xxiv. is zix., st. zxYiiL is 
zz., St. zzz. is zzi., st. zzzi is zzii., and st. zzzii. is zziiL 
St z?i. of the MS. is new, thus : 

'Thus dost then melt the years 

Into a weeping motion ; 
Each minute wayteth here, 

Takes his Teare and getts him gone : 
By thine Eyes tinct ennobled thus, 
Tmie layes him up : Hee's pretioos.' 

These minor yariations may also be recorded : st. iiL L 2 reads, 
* Stars they are indeed too true ' for ' Starres indeed they are 
too tme;* and st. iv. 1. 4, 'cranles' for 'floates;' and last 
oooplet : 

* Heaacn of such fayre floods as this, 
Heauen the Chrystall Ocean is.' 

St. T. 1. 3, *8oft* for * sacred;' st. vi. 1. 4, * their bottles'— a 
Bible word in Anth. Version (Psalm M. 8) — for * orystaU 
tIoUs ;' 8t. vii., closing conplet : 



would it tremble here 
to bee thy Teare.' 



St. iz., last 1., ' richest ' for * prondest ;' st. zi. * beleene ' for 

* beleeves ;' st ziii. last 1., * May Balsame ' for ' Balsome may ;' 
st. ziv. 1. 3, * Might hee flow from thee' for * Were his way by 
thee ;* 1. 4, ' qniett wonld hee goe * for * qniet he wold ;* 1. 6, 

* Richer farre does hee' for 'Soe mnch more rich wonld he;' 
St. ZY., last conplet, * softer' for * kinder,* and *fayrer' for 

* more faithfnll ;' st. zziv. 1. i., * the Night arise * for ' Does the 
day starre rise ;* 1. 3, * Does Night loose her ' for * Does Day 
elose his ' — the change from Day to Night a decided improve- 
ment; st. ZXY. 1. 2, 'tears inst Cadence keepe still time' for 

* Thy falling teares keep faithfnll time ' (see st. zv. and the 
new reading) ; st. zzriii. 1. 5, * Dayes by ' for * moments by ;' 
St. zzz. recast thns : 
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' Stf w»tiy BrothBTS, 
Yev simprin^ Bons of those fiyrt erei, 

Tour (mitfull moiliera, 
What balh oar world that con enltce 
You 10 be borne? wbal ib'I can borrow 



Bt. xixiii Dot being in the ub. The us. resdj ' ailner forded * 

in Bt. 1,, ou whiob see our ante in vol. i. p 11 ; aa also on tb« 
Rbove TBiionB readingB in relation to iLo Sancrolt uas, 

b. Vol. i. pp. aS-MS, ■ Tho Teare '— Bt. iv. 1. C Toadi, ■ SwotX- 
Ing in too warne a bed ' tor ' Sweating itt a too vanne bed ;' 
■t. T. L 2, ' By the woBton Bpriug ' Cor ' Bj the pnrpUng vine ;' 
1. 4, ' moiily ' lor ' bridegroom.' Aa before, gee our Notoa in 
Tol. i. p. 2H. 

Some of these Tanons readings the critical atndent of oar 
poetic literature and Craabaw lorer will study vitb stett 
Where jewcU are in qacetion, the amallest Saw must be looked 
after; and in my judginetit, a sdect tew of the roadinp Bre 
their own best evidence. 

The KB., I EDBpeot, was a bit of taak'WOFk aa ■ New Year 
gift. It is neatly and oarofnlly done ; bat there are at least 
three Blips that show tbo most was tranBcriptioD. not eompoai- 
tioo: e.g. vol. i, p. SIO, ' partes' for 'pathos;' p, 211, 1. 34, 
' Lanithf for ' Rauisht;' and p. 301, 1. 41, ' many ' tor ' manly.' 
These can only be eiptained by inadverteDce. throngli probably 
brain and band wearineBB. 

The opening; or Jediuatory Poems make us think Inerit- 
abl; that i( Bicbard Craahaw had fannd in tbe Ladj fur whom 
he prepared tbia us. the ' not imposaible she ' of his udoiot- 
tal 'Wishes,' it might have »lterod and coloated hi* whola 
after years. There are abundant evidences in ' Wisfaos' and 
elsewhere that he wM snsoeptible to the tender passion. It 
is noticeable that ' Wishes ' ends the hs. That tbe ■ fair 
lady ' who iuBpired tbo ■ Wishes ' was real flush and blood, is 

The translatioQ from Orotius is elroug and viiid, if eomo- 
what nnereu. Probably its sopprcssion wae due to Qeorge 
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Sandys having translated and published the complete tragedy 
in 1640 — 'Christs Passion: a Tragedy. With Annotations.' 
That it was not his (later) R. Catholicism that kept it back 
may be inferred from his printing his preoions tribute to George 
Herbert. The stndent-reader will note at 1. 52, *The water 
blnsh'd and started into wine/ the prelndium of the famooB 
Nympha pudica^ <Src., and in Dryden*s hymn on the Epiphany. 

The two new epigram-poems have Orashaweian tonches that 
are ihteresting. Even his faults partake of his qnalitieB. I 
hold myself to be again f ayonred to be the first to print and 
give to the world these relics of our poet-saint. A find of 144 
lines (excluding various readings) is surely something notable 
at this late day. 

I have reprinted pp; iz.-x. of Contents, and p. 808 of vol. !., 
in order that this supplement may take its place as part of 
Tol. 1. It is paged accordingly. 

I cannot dose this Introductory Note without thanking my 
excellent friend Mr. W. T. Brooke for informing me of the 
purchase of the mb. by the British Museum. No one, I am 
sure, will be more gratified than himself to discover that the 
MS. contains very much more of new material than he was 
aware of. I have likewise to acknowledge the usual kindness 
and courtesy of the authorities of the British Museum during 
my persoiud transcription and collation of the ms., and for 
having the facsimile done. 

ALEXANDER B. GBOSABT. 

Brooklyn Honse, Blackbnrn, Lancashire, 
9l8t October 1887. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

It will be observed that none of the Latin or Greek poems 
appear in this ms. ; perhaps to be explained by the selection 
having been made for a lady. In relation to the Latin poems, 
it may as well be here recorded that Crashaw^s brilliant ' Bulla ' 
originally appeared in the following volume : 
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* D. Heynsii Crepnndia siliAna. EjoBdem Disbbbtatxo de 
TersB OriticiB apad Yeteres ortn, progreesa, osiiqae, oi&m in 
ccBteriB discipliniB tnm in eacris : et Exebcitatio Obitioa 
demonstrans omnem ferd ^gyptiomm, Gnecorum, A Latin- 
omm Religionem ex Oriente flnxisse. In qoibns diyend 
antomm loci tarn GraBComm, qniLm Latinornm, emendantor, 
illnstrantor, & explioantnr. Gantabbzols ex Offioina B. Daniel, 
Alms Aoademias Typographic 1646.* 

The book itself ends at p. 305. Then follows an index, 
ooonpying six pages, bnt not paged. Then on the remaining 
blank leaves the following most interesting little address : 

* Lector ; nh detur Tacuum, hem tibi 
Bullam verb auream ; Qiue nunc 
primum audet in apertum aerem. 
Argamenti certb non ith dissimilis, seu 
crepundia respicias, seu Ilcinsii guttu- 
lam. Quid enim aliud Bulla, qukm pue- 
rorum ornamentum, aut guttulse com- 
nientariufl ? Tam nil quousque intumu- 
it! Huic autom libro assuendam cura- 
vimus, nb k sociis suis derelicta (rcli- 
qua enim ejusdcm Poeta» nuper prodiS- 
re) ludibrium ventis dc deberet, dc sol- 
veret. 

Bulla Ri. Or. Cantabrigiensis. 
Qvid tibi vana buos offert mea Bulla tumores? 

Quid facit ad vest mm pondus inane meum 
Expectat nostros humeros toga fortior : lata 

£n mea Bulla, Lares en tna dextra mei.* 

Professor Napier of Oxford has been good enough to collate 
my text for me with that in Heynsius, showing the following 
resolts : 

Line 11, no comma after suU ; 1. 12, Prompsit purporenm 
latns, 1. 14, exilis impetn. 1. 17, sinns, L 24, Cironm regnat ; 
& nndiqne. 1. 26, comma after impetu; 1. 29, colon after 
dubitat ; 1. 30, no comma after novis ; 1. 33, Spargit vena 
Coloribns, 1. 36, colon after dividit ; 1. 40, comma %liet fugat; 
1. 41, no comma bHqt perdit ; 1. 42, chaos, 1. 44, after meant^ 
B3micolon ; 1. 53, comma after vioi ; 1. 54, colon after tuo ; 
1. 55, comma after cuviulus; 1. 56, pnrpnr«o« sinns, 1. 57, 
Flagra^ 1. 60, sydere 1. 64, comma after Nempe; 1. 65, color; 
1. 70, Undrc 1. 75, fnllstop after /umtna; 1. 77, auream XL 79 
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and 81, fnUsiopB after stupent and lilia ; 1. 83, nives, L 85, Ut 
Btnt & xoBem nives ; 1. 89, rntlZo yiret 1. 93, Pnlohrom pergit 
in ambitom (no et) ; L 95, obvii. L 99, atterit. L 100, Hlo, 
qnioqoid nitidam, & Tagnm 1. 102, Dnloi pingitor en jooo. 
1. 104, snis ; L 108, diem : L 109, Mox se reoipinnt, sni et 
L 116, Sphiera nonyitrea qnidem, (Ut quondam Sionlns c^biu); 
1. 121, fnllstop after breve; L 122, Flos enm teOieet aezis: 
1. 123, asqnorifl, 1. 126, sommnm, 1. 127, nngamm decoe, A 
dolor, Dnlois, doot&qne Tanitae, L 129, perfids, 1. 180, parent, 
1. 133, epei, L 134, insnlis, L 186, ooellnliu, L 188, Den, 
L 140, sniB. 1. 150, Pictnm, gemmenm, aorenm (there is no «0 S 
L 151, O sun, Boilioet o nihil. L 154, oonlos, pensnm leys 
deflnet, illam ; 1. 156, Yizit adhno, our vizit f adhno ta nemp« 
legebas ; Nempe fait tempns torn potnisse morL Finis. 

My friend Mr. W. T. Brooke first called my attention to 
Heynsins' 'Orepnndia.' A. B. O 



I. [DEDICATION.] 
At th' luory Tribunall of yoiir hand 
(Faire one), these teailer leanca do« trembUog atand. 
Knowing 'tis in the doome of your Hweet Eye 
Whether the Mubb Uioy cloth [e] shall line or die. 
Liue shee, or dye to fame ; each leafe you meet 
Is her Lifaa wing, or her death's nindiag^eet. 

n. [OF THE BOOK.] 

Though now 'tis neither May nor June. 
And Nightingales are oDt of tune ; 
¥ett in these leaues iFaire one) there lyet 
(Swomc Hcmant to your sweetest Eyes) 
A Nightingale, who tnaj ghee spread 
In yonr white bosomc her chast bed ; 
Spite of all the Maiden snow 
Those pure untrodden pathes can show, 
You streight shall see her wako and rise 
Taking fresh Life from your fayer Eyes, 
And with clasp't wiogee prochiyme a Spring 
Where Louo and shee shall sit and sing i 
For lodg'd so tiere your sweetest throte 
What Nightingale con loose her iioate? 
Nor lett her kinred birds oomplayna 
Because shoe hreakes the yeores old reigne ; 
For lett them knun shee's none of those 
Hedge-Quiriaters whose Muaioke owes 
Onely such strayuea as serae to keeps 
Sad shades, and aing dull Night asleepe. 
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No, shee's a Priestesso of that Groue 
The holy chappell of chast Lone, 
Your virgin bosome. Then what e're 
Poore Lawes diuide the publick yeare, 
Whose reuolutions wait upon 
The wild tomes of the wanton sun, 
Bee you the Lady of Loues Yeare ; 
Where youre Eyes shine his Suns appeare 
There aJl the yeare is Loues long Spring. 
There all the yeare Loues Nightingales 
shall sit and sing. 



m. [THE ENEMIES OF CHRIST SILENCED.] 

Matt. xzii. [46.] 

Neither durst any man from that day cuke him any 

more questions. 

Midst all the darke and knotty snares 
Blacke witt or malice can or dares, 
Thy glorious wisdome breakes the netts, 
And treads with uncontrolled steps. 
Thy quell'd foes are not onely now 
Thy triumph, but thy trophies too. 
They both at once thy conquests bee 
And thy conquests memory. 
Stony amazement makes tiiem stand 
Wayting on thy victorious hand ; 
Like statues fixed to the fame 
Of thy renowne, and their own shame, 
As if they onely meant to breath, 
To bee the life of their own Death. 
Twas time to hold their peace when they 
Had not another word to say. 
Yett is their silence unto thee 
The full sound of thy victorye ; 
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llteiT silence speake [a] Bloud and is 

Thy well pronounc'd Panegyris. 

Y/hile they speako Nothing, they speake all 

Their shaie in thy Memoriall ; 

While they speako nothing, they prodayme 

Thee with the Bhrilleat tmmpe of fame. 

To hold their peace id all the wayea 

These wretches hane to apeake thy prayae. 



IV. TO PONTItIS [PILATE] WASHING HIS 

BLOOD-STAHraD HANDS. 
Is mnrther no sin? or a ain so cbeape 

That then nesd'at haape 
A rape upon't ? till thy adnlt'rons touch 

Taught her these sullied cheekes, thy blabber'd bee: 
Shee was a Nimph ; the meadowes knen' none auob ; 

Of honest parentage, of nnstayn'd race ; 
The daughter of a fayre and weil-fam'd fountayno 
As ener syluer-tipt the side of shady mountaine. 

See how ahee weeps, and weepa ; that shee appeorea 

Nothing bnt Tearea. 
Each drop's a Teare that weepes for ita owue wast : 

Harke how at every touch shee does complaine her ! 
Harke how shee bids her frighted drops make hast. 

And with sad murmurs chidea the hand that Btaina 



V. OUT OF GEOTIUS HIS TRAGEDY OF 
CHRISTES SUFFEEINGES. 
O Thou the span of \Vho&e Omnipotence 
Doth graspe the bt« of tbingcs. and share th' euents 



;' 
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« 

Of fdtnre chance ! the world's Sire ; and Mine, 

Before the world. Obedient, lo ! I ioyne 

An oeqnaU pace thas feurre ; Thy word my deedea 

Haue flow'd together ; if ought further needes 

I shiinke not, but thus ready stand to beare 

(For else why came I ?) eu'n what e're I feare. 

Yett O, what end? where does the period dwell 

Of my sad labours ? no day yett could tell : lo 

My soule she was secure. Still haue I borne 

A still increasing burden ; worse hath tome 

TTin way through bad, to my successiue hurt. 

I left my glorious Father's star-pau'd Court ; 

E*re borne was banisht ; borne, was glad t'embrace 

A poore (yea scarce a) roofe ; whose narrow place 

Was not so much as deane ; a stable, kind ; 

The best my cradle and my birth could find. 

Then was I knowne ; and knowne unluckily, 

A weake, a wretched child ; eu'n then was I to 

For Jurye's king an enemy, euen worth 

His feare ; the circle of a yeare's round growth 

Was not yett full (a time that to my age 

Made litle, not a litle to his rage) 

When a wild sword eu'n from their brests, did lop 

The Mothers' Joyes in an untimely crop. 

The search of one child (cruell industry !) 

Was losse of multitudes ; and missing mee, 

A bloude drunk errour spilt the costly ayme 

Of that mad sin : (how great ! and yet how uayne !) 30 

I cal'd a hundred miracles to tell 

The world my Father ; then does enuy swell 

And breake upon Mee ; my owne uirtues height 

Hurtes Mee feu: worse then Herods highest spite : 

A riddle ! (Father) still acknowledg'd thine, 

Am still refus'd; before the Infeuit shrine 

Of my weake feet, the Persian Magi lay 

And left their Mithra for m j star ; thiA they ; 
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Bat Isaack'a iasue, the peculiar heyreB 

Of thf old goodnease, know Thee not for theneB, 40 

Baselj degenerous 1 Agomst mee flocke 

The BtifTe-neck'd PhuiseeB. that use to moeke 

Sound goodnease with her Bhadow, which they wears, 

And gainst religion her owne colonxs heare. 

The bloudhonnd brood of Priests against mea dntw, 

Those Lawlesse ^rant masteiB of the Law ; 

Probne Sadocns too does fiercely lead =Zadok 

Hia court-fed inipeB agaioBt this hated head. 

What would tbej more ? th' aoe scene when at my nod 

Great Nataree eelfe haOx shmnhe, and spoke me Ood. 50 

Drinke foyling there where I a gnefit did shine, 

The Water blush'd, ajid started into Wine. 

Fnll of high sparkUng nigoar; tanght by mee 

A sweet inebriated ext&sy. 

And streight of all this approbation gate =gat 

Good wine in all poynts, but the easy rate ; 

Other mens hanger with strange feasts I qnell'd ; 

Mine owne with stranger fastingB, when I held 

Twice twenty dayes pure abstinence, to feed 

My mind's deuotion in my bodye's need : 60 

A subtle innndation of quicke food 

Sprang in the spending fingers, and o're-flow'd 

The peoples hunger ; and when all was full 

The broken meate was much more then the whole. 

The Wind in all his roaring brags stood still 

And listned to the whisper of my will ; 

The wild wanes couch'd : the sea forgot to sweat ; 

Vnder my feet, the waters to bee wett 

In death-full desperate ills, where art and all 

Was nothing, there my noyce was med'cinall. 70 

Old donds of thickest blindnesse fled my si^t. 

And to n y touch darke eyes did owe the li^t. 

He that ne're heard now speakes, and finds a tongue 

To chaunt my praysea in a new-strong song. 
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Euen hee that belches oat a foaming flood 

Of hot defiance 'gainst what e're is good — 

Father and heyre of DarkneeM, idien I chide 

Sinkes into Horronrs boeome, §^ad to hide 

Himselfe in his owne hell ; and now lets loose 

Mans hearts (his tenement) and fareakes up house. So 

Yet hee's not all ; nor wax'd enough for mee 

To fireind the Uning world ; enen Death did see 

Mee ranging in his quarters ; and the land 

Of deepest silence answered my command. 

Heaven, Earth, and Sea, my trinmphes ; what remain'd 

Now bat the Graae? &o. the G^ae it selfe I tam'd. 86 



END OF VOL. I. 
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